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If you would make a Specch, or write one, 
Or get ſome Artiſt to indite one, 

Don't think, becauſe its underſtood 

By Men of Senſe, it's therefore good; 

But let your Words ſo well be plann'd, 
That Blockheads can't miſunderſtand. 
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ARGUMENT. 


N. HEN Hector got upon the plain, 
They fell to laggerbeads again; 
Pallas, afraid Greece would not ſtand, 
Came down to lend a helping hand : 
Apollo *ſpy'd her ftealing down, 
And met her pretty near the totun. 
After ſome compliments and prattle, 
They both agree to ceaſe the battle 
For the remainder of that day, 
But further Homer doth not ſay. 
Hector advances with a boaſt 
To challenge all the Grecian hot, 

Vo. II. B 


2 aEGUMEN.T, 
IM pich ſcar d em fo confoundedly . 

That ev/'ry moiſers fon let fly ; 

Tho nine at laſt their names put in, 
After they d wip'd their breeches clean. 

IL hen honeſt heavy Ajax got 

By Neftor's management the lot; 

Thefe tuo moſt doughty champions fight, 
Till parted by one Mrs. Night. 

In a full council, Troy's old men 

Think Helen beſt ſent back again; 

But Paris ſwears he will not ſpare, 

Of all her flock, one ſingle hair 

From any place; but all her treaſure 
Hell give the Greeks, with treble meaſure, 
Priam a bellman ſends to offer 

The Greeks this advantageous proffer ; 
And likewiſe bad him tell their head men, 
They wanted time to burn their dead men. 
The Greeks when told of what had paſt, 
Refuſe the firſt, but grant the laſt, 
Aſter they'd burnt their dead men all, 
The Greeks begin to butld a wall ; 

At which old Neptune *gan to grumble, 
Tull Fove declar'd it ſoon ſhould tumble. 
Tho peals of thunder did them fright, 
The hungry ſcoundrels eat all night, 
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HUS ſpake this Trojan heart of oak, 


And thundred thro' the gate like ſmoke, 


His brother Paris follow'd cloſe, 

Reſolv'd to give the Greeks a doſe : 

As when poor failors tir'd with towing, 
And all their fingers gall'd with rowing, 
Find Jove at laſt has not forgot 'em, 

They ceaſe to growl, and cry god rot em: 
No more each two-legg'd bruin ſwears, 
But lends the coming breeze three chears, 
Thus welcome are theſe roaring boys, 
Both to the Dardan troops and Troy's ; 
And they who ſcarce the field could keep, 


Now drive the Grecians on a heap, 
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No ſooner Paris got his breath, 
But he Meneſtheus put to death, 
One *Squire Areithous upon 
Fair Philomeda got his ſon ; 
By which. our author meant to tell 
This ſon was got before he fell. 
Then one Eroneus was o'erthrown, 
And like a ninepin tumbl'd down; 
An inch below his cap of ſteel, 
A thump from Hector made him feel; 
Much ftronger necks could not reſiſt 
Such blows from HeCtor's mutton fiſt, 
Down tumbl'd he upon the plain, 
But never yet got up again 
Then almoſt in the very locus, 
Iphinous was ſlain by Glaucus; 
The broomſhaft's point his ſhoulder tore up 
Juſt as he ſet his foot i' th' ſtirrup, 
Which chang'd the intended motion ſoon 
From riſing up to tumbling down. 
Minerva's guts began to grumble, 
To ſee her fav'rite Grecians tumble; 
Headlong ſhe dives, but wiſe Apollo 
Took care the gypſy's ſteps to follow, 
They met beneath a beachen ſhade, 
And after compliments were paid, 
As, Ma'am, your ſervant, how d'ye do ? 
Exceeding well, Sir, how do you ? 
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I ſhould be glad, his godſhip cries, 
To know why Pallas left the ſkies ; 
From heav'n your ladyſhip came down, 

I gueſs, to crack ſome Trojan's crown: 
Surely no joy Minerva feels, 

But when the Trojans ſhew their heels, 

I can but think thy heavy touch 
Troy has already felt too much ; 

But ceaſe thy wrath this day, and ſoon 
Theſe wooden tow'rs ſhall tumble down, 
Since two celeſtial brims conſpire 

To ſet the good old town on fire. 

When thus the blue-ey'd Pallas ſaid, 
You've hit the very nail o' th' head. 
With this deſign I came, but how 
To get the royſters parted now 
Is all I want; for ſuch a clatter | 
They keep, whilſt blood and guts they ſcatter, 
That Stentor with his brazen lungs, | 
Or Fame with all her hundred tongues, 

One word amongſt em cannot wedge, 

Tho? ſet with e'er ſo ſharp an edge; 

Then how ſhould I? for, without flatt'ring, 
You know I ne'er was fam'd for chatt'ring. 

To her replies the ſage Apollo, 
| know a ſcheme, which if you follow, 
he deed is done, I'll pawn my ſoul ; 
inſpire you Hector's jobbernoul 
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The foremoſt of the foe to ſeek, 
And challenge out the braveſt Greek, 
To finiſh this moſt furious day 
With quarter-ſtaff and cudgel play, — 
Till Greece, deſirous to abaſe him, 
Shall find ſome hard- ſkull'd knave to face him, 
This bargain made, they diſappear'd ; 
But Helenus their chat o'erheard ; 
The breaſt of Hector ſtraight he fir'd, 
By telling him he was inſpir'd. 
Obſerve, ſays he, thou daring youth, 
The words I ſpeak, they're goſpel truth ! 
Go to the foremoſt ranks, and ftay 
Both ſides from fighting more to-day ; 
Then challenge, tho' the Greeks ſhould ſtare, 
Their beſt backſword or cudgel play'r ; 
And be aſſured, once for all, 
This day Old Nick wont let you fall, 
He ſaid, and Hector march'd along 


To ſtay the Greek and Trojan throng. 


The troops he ſtop'd both far and near, 
By fouriſhing his ſtaff in air. 
The Greek commander at the fight, 
Order'd his knaves to ceaſe the fight, 
Apollo and the fighting laſs 
Were pleas'd to find their ſcheme take place, 
Like jackdaws on the beach they fate, 
Lo ſee which broke the other's pate, 
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The troops were glad, as well they might, 


To reſt, and let their leaders fight. 


*Twould pleaſe you much to ſee how ſoon 


The rabble threw their broomſtaffs down, 

And then, with all convenient haſte, 

Their buttocks on the ground they plac'd, 

As when a darkneſs ſpreads the ſtreets, 

One drunkard with another meets, 

They roll, and mighty pother keep, 

"Till both i' th' kennel fall aſleep. 

Thus by degrees the croud all round 

Settle themſelves upon the ground; 

When Hector, with a thund'ring ſpeech, 

Made half the Grecians daub their breech, 
«© Ye Grecians, and ye Trojans, hear 

What I am order'd to declare: 

Old croſs-grain'd Jove's averſe to peace, 

And ſwears our broils ſhall never ceaſe ; 

But orders war to rage anew, 

Till you burn us, or we burn you: 

Better to end it ſoon than late, 

Or make a peace inadequate : 

Therefore with both your ears attend 

'Tis Hector counſels as a friend 

To fave more blood : find out a knight 

That dares with valiant Hector fight; 

If I ſhould drop by chance of war, 

My doublet falls to the conq'ror's ſhare, 
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And all my fpoil ; my carcaſs tho', 
Amongſt my friends to Troy muſt go, 
There to be burnt; and whilſt it's frying 
They'll make a concert up of crying: 
But if, by Phoebus” aid, my thruſt 
Shall lay your champion in the duſt, 
The dictates of my mind Ill follow, 
And give his jacket to Apollo; 

He ſurely has beſt title to't, 

For helping me ſo often out : 

His batter'd carcaſs I will fave 

For which his friend may dig a grave 
On the ſea ſhore, and o'er his bones 
Lay one of Carr's black marble ſtones, 
Which, when ſome honeſt tar ſhall ſee, 
As he returns from ſmuggling tea, 
'Thus to himſelf poor Jack will cry, 
(Belching a ſoft Geneva ſigh) 

Here lies, beneath this ſtone ſo poliſh'd, 
A Greek, by Hector's ſtaff demoliſh'd 
The ſtone acquaints us with the deed ; 
I'd tell his name if I could read. 

This ſpeech ſo ſcar'd the Grecian prigs, 
They ſtar'd about 'em like ſtuck pigs: 
When Menelau, of all the throng, 

Firſt found his feet, and then his tongue; 
For jumping up from off his breech, 
He thus began a furious ſpeech ; 
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Ve men of Greece, why all this trimming ? 
Nay hold, I mean ye Grecian women, 
What ſhame ! when half the world ſhall hear 
Ye all bepiſt yourſelves for fear 
That Greece had not one bold protector 
Durſt fight this bullying ſcrub, this Hector; 
But I will fight him you ſhall ſee, 

Tho' he's as tall again as me; 

And by that time ye ev'ry one, 

May change, perhaps, from wood to ſtone. 
This ſpeech of ſpeeches being done, 
His greaſy buffcoat he put on; 

Wrath fill'd him with a ſtrong deſire 
To run his fingers into th' fire, 

Had he the fate of battle try'd 

Hector had ſurely trim'd his hide; 

But all at once the2 Grecian cornets, 
As if attack'd by waſps or hornets, 
Start up with one conſent to ſpeak, 
And ſtop this over-valiant Greek; 
Reſoly'd to fave the furious Spartan 
From being ſorely drubb'd for certain; 
Atrides, upon this occaſion, 

Compos'd a very fine oration. 

He clinch'd his fiſt, and thus began: 
The devil ſure. is in the man : 

Burn my old wigg, but you are going 
To tumble headlong on your ruin. 
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You've no more chance, Fil make't appear, 
Than Jackſon's maſtiff with a bear, 
Vext tho' thou art, and ought to be, 
Hector's an over-match for thee. 
Achilles (elf, were nat his cloaths 
So thick they keep him ſafe from blows, 
Would think it far the leſſer evil 
To be obliged to fight the devil. 
Stay then ſecure, or lie in bed, 
We'll find a chief with thicker head; 
Tho' pleas'd the ſtouteſt on the lawn 
Would be to have the battle drawn, 
Should he this bully rock engage 
On Broughton's or on any ſtage, 

He ipoxe, and honeſt Menclau 
Was glad at heart he need not go, 
But kept his cheeks upon the puff, 
Till they had lugg'd his doublet off; 
When the old cock with froth and ſlaver 
Began, as uſual, his pallaver : 

O Grecian princes ! what's the matter, 
T hat thus I hear your grinders chatter ? 
Poor Greece now weeps to ſee each fon 
Py one bluff Trojan thus run down. 
Old Peleus us'd to hear with joy, 
How well ye drubb'd theſe ſons of Troy; 
And thought he ne'er could hear enough, 


How Jack could kick, and Ned could cufl. 
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But lord! how will th' old fellow fret 

To find one Trojan makes ye ſweat | 

What grievous tears will he let fall, 

And wiſh the d — ! had ye all! 

O! that the gods, to try my mettle, 

Would boil me in Medea's kettle; 

Then lend me health and ſtrength in plenty, 

Such as I had at five-and-twenty, 

When I broke all th' Arcadian ſpears, 

And made the ſcoundrels hang their ears. 

One Eruthelion at that place 

Had bought a ruſty iron mace 

C'th' mayor of Hedon, who had got 

A new one giv'n for his vote. 

This, Areithous firſt did handle 

Juſt as I would a farthing candle; 

With this he ſmaſh'd the boldeſt foe, 

But ſcorn'd a broomſhaft or a bow. 

Yet one Lycurgus came, and ſoon 

With his thick broomſtick knock'd him down, 

Down tumbl'd he in rueful caſe, 

On which Lycurgus ſeiz'd his mace; 

But, living 'till he grew quite blind, 

The dreadful weapon he reſign'd 

To Eruthalion, who would break 

Above a hundred pates a week. 

This he for ſev'ral weeks had done, 

Which made our people ſweat and run. 
B 6 
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All ran but me, I ſcorn'd to flinch; 

Tho' youngeſt, would not budge an inch. 
This man, whom all the county fear'd, 

I met, and took him by the beard, 

And knock'd him down; but, when he fell, 
I know you'll ſtare at what I tell, 

But I'll make oath fore juſtice Baker, 
When down, he covert half an acre. 
Were I juſt now but half as ſtrong, 

Hector ſhould not ſtand hect'ring long; 

But you that are young men in vigour, 

All join to cut a ſpecial figure. 

If you daren't fight the man e' en ſay; 
Don't trembling ſtand, but run away. 

If you can't keep your breeches dry, 

You'd better as you run let fly; 

Unleſs you fancy Hector may, 

If you in ſuch condition ſtay, | 
Firſt ſtop his noſe, then run away. 

This drolling ſpeech o'th* queer old wight 
Made 'em all ſcratch where't did not bite. 
So eager now they grew to ſmite him, 

That nine jump'd up and ſwore they'd fight 
him. 

Great Agamemnon ſwore and curſt, 

And damn'd his eyes but he'd be firſt ; 

At which bold Diomed was vext, 

But ſwore by Pallas he'd be next, 
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Ajax, who ſeldom ſpoke a word, 

Roars out, By Jove T'll be the third. 
'Cauſe Agamemnon ſwore in paſſion, 
Ajax thought ſwearing was the faſhion. 
The bold Oileus too was there, 


Who ſwore by g-d he would not ſwear: 


Ajax, ſays he, is third, don't part us, 
But put my name in locus quartus. 
Idomeneus, tho* not fo ſwift 

As brave Oileus, came in fifth. 

I'th* crowd Euripylus then mixt, 

And ſwore by Mars he would be ſixth : 
On which Merion ſhew'd his face, 

And vow'd he'd have the ſeventh place. 
Bold Thoas was a man of weight, 

do they allow'd him place the eighth. 
The fly Ulyſſes hung an a---, 

But came at laſt and clos'd the farce. 
The motion felt at firſt for ſh—— 


Was ſtrangely chang'd to one for fighting 
When Neſtor found his ſpeech ſucceed, 


He ſpoke again : My boys, take heed, 


You'd like to've quarrell'd who ſhould run 


firſt, 
And now each wiſhes he'd begun firſt : 
But, to prevent all future diff*rence 
About our giving one the pref'rence, 


13 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| 


— — —— — —— 


> — — — U— 


' 
' 
| 


14 Tax SEVENTH BOOK or 


I'd have you take the good advice 
Of Sancho's * lawyer, box and dice; 
And it ſhall be his lot to go, 
That trundles out the higheft throw. 
Whoe'er he be, the valiant buck 
Will think himſelf in helliſh +luck. 

He ſpoke, and then his cafe unlocks, 
And out he lugs both dice and box, 
The bullies then begin to pray, 
But, on my ſou], *tis hard to ſay 
Whether to loſe or win the day ; 
But all in ſecret wiſh one thing, 
That Ajax muddy head might” win. 
Atrides then his elbows ſhak'd, | 
Tho' inwardly his gizzard quak'd : 


* Cervantes tells us, if I remember right, that 
Sancho Pancho, after hearing the cauſe on both ſides 
with wonderful attention, and taken a little time to 
digeſt the learned debates, pull'd out h box and dice 
to decide the matter, and the higheſt throw. won the 
cauſe, which gave great content. If our j-dg-s would 
but follow his example, it would prevent their being 
ſo often interrupted in their nap, as they need be di. 
ſturbed but once in a cauſe. 

+ Whether Neſtor means good ar bad luck by tit 
word helliſh we muſt refer to the bucks of this age, 
becauſe by them the word is uſed I Mr boti 
good and bad, 
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But ſoon he was reliev'd this bout, 

For Neſtor cries, Aums ace, you're out, 
Then Ajax graſps his clumſey fiſt, 

And gives the box a dev'liſh twiſt, | 
Out pops the dice, cries Neſtor---Seven 
'S the main; a nick, by Jove, eleven. 
Another throw then Ajax tries, 

Eight is the main old Neſtor cries ; 
Reſolv'd his jobbernoul to cozen, 

Roars out, another nick, a dozen. 

And fo it might I ſwear and vow, 

For aught that honeſt Ajax knew, 

\Who took on truſt whate'er was done, 
So whip'd his fighting jacket on, 
Whilſt all the reſt could hardly help 


From laughing at the thick-ſcull'd whelp, 


O warriors ! cries this head of cod, 
I' ſmoke great Hector's hide by g-d; 
But lend me firſt each man a pray'r, 
So low the Trojans may not hear: 
But let 'em hear, on recollection, 

To pray is no ſuch great reflection, 
No mortal ſcrub on earth dare ſay 
That I'm afraid becauſe I pray. 

In days of old, tho” *twas but rare, 
Men brave as me have ſaid a pray'r. 
Shew me the man, alive or dead, 
That valiant Ajax ought to dread ; 
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Not Warwick's ever-dreadful earl, 
Whoſe arm ſo huge a club could whirl, 
That ancient authors tell you how 


He kill'd a monſtrous great dun cow. 


Was he alive, I make no doubt 
To kill him, and his cow to boot. | 
In Salamis my mother bore me, 


To drive the trembling world before me. J 

He ſaid no more, but on the ſtanes a 
Fell down upon his marrow- bones. \ 
His comrades too perform their parts, / 


And club their pray'rs with all their hearts, . 

O father Jove ! whole greateſt pride a 

Is whoring on the mountain Ida ! 

Now grant that honeſt Ajax may 

Give the firſt broken head to-day : 

But, if thou guard'ſt this Frojan ſpawn, 

Then grant the batte may be drawn, 

'T hat, as they fight for fame, not profit, 

They both may claim the honour of it. 
Now Ajax, cauſe the coat he put on 

Was left without a ſingle button, 

To keep it tight about his waiſt, 

With a rope's end he ty'd it faſt; 

Then like a Spaniard ſtruts, who prides 

To ſhew his wrath in mighty ſtrides, 01 

Great joy ran thro' the Grecian bands, et 


'T ho? his hands ſhak'd like drunken Rand's ; lis 
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And, whilſt he was the Trojan eyeing, 

He grinn'd to keep himſelf from crying. 

The Greeks were humn!'d, and Troy beſides 

Was ſcar'd to ſee him take ſuch ſtrides. 

Hector himſelf was wond'ring that | 
His mighty heart went pit-a-pat | 
Though now there was no time to take, 
But he muſt brew as well as bake. 
Ajax behind his ſhield did keep, 
Vent'ring but now and then to peep. 

A dev'liſh thumping ſhield it was, 

'T would load an Engliſh ox or aſs : 
Look Scotland thro? till you are blind, 
So large a targe you'll hardly find. 

Seven good tup-ſkins as you could wiſh 
Cover'd a large old pewter diſh. 

One Tychius there dwelt in Hyle, | 
Where workmen finiſh'd work moſt vilely ; | 
But this old leather man, they tell, 
Could oil his tup-ſkins very well. 

He made this ſhield which Ajax bore, 
\nd loud behind was heard to roar, 
Hector, come here, and I ſhall try, 
Vho cudgels beſt, or you, or J. 
\chilles dare not come, who cares ? 
ou ſee as good a man that dares, 

et him fit ſulky, if he will; 

lis place great Ajax ſelf dares fill. 
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But ſcorn to ſteal a broken pate. 


But might as well have hit a rock. | 
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Bold hearts like me we have good ſtore ; 
At leaſt there's half a dozen more, 
That any hour o'th* day are willing 

To box for ſix-pence or a ſhilling ; 
Nay, ſome for half a crown will try, 
When caſh and courage both run high, : 
So, let me loſe the day or win, | 

Here I ſtand ready to begin. 

Hector replies, Great ſon of Tel, 
You ſeem to talk it mighty well. 
Surely you take the rock of Troy 
For an old woman or a boy, 
> 0 perhaps, a wood-born fow] 

at's frighten'd when he ſees an owl: 
But I'll convince you, to your coſt, 
You reckon now without your hoſt, 
I know your fierceſt blows to ward, 
And to maintain St, George's guard, 
To bruiſe the pate or any part; 
But now I ſhall not uſe my art: 
By downright ſtrength I'll try my fate, 


At this his quarter-ſtaff he rears, 
And laid about the Grecian's ears. 
His nob he gave a ſwinging knock, 


Ajax then drove at Hector's crown, E 
Who flinch'd, or elſe he'd knock'd him down FF * 
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So vaſtly furious was the ſtroke, 

Both quarter- ſtaves to pieces broke. 

The cudgels next the bullies try, 

and baſte each other hip and thigh; 
Fierce as two ſquabbling lawyers prate, 
Or two fiſh wives at Billingſgate. 

Their clatt'ring rage receiv'd no check, 
Till Hector got a ſcratch i'th' neck. 
His wrath to ſee his blood run down 
Made him let fly a thumping ſtone, 
Which hit and bounc'd from Ajax head, 
As if of braſs it had been made: 

But Ajax threw with ſuch a ſhock 

A craggy ragged piece of rock, 

\nd aim'd the ſtone ſo well, that he 
Almoſt demoliſh'd Hector's knee. 

Hector was glad to lean upon 

His potlid, elſe he'd tumbled down: 

But Sol, who always did attend him, 
rought him a dram of rum to mend him. 
andrew Ferara's next the world, 


'or each had got a highland ſword, 
Vhich when they flouriſh'd in the air, 
ſhe glitt'ring blades made people ſtare. 
uſt as they met to cut and ſlaſh, 
nd of their bodies make a haſh, 
The ſeconds both pop'd in, and ſwore 
Ion or that bout they ſhould fight no more. 
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Talthybius was the Grecian's ſecond, 
Idzus Hector's friend was reckon'd, 
(Both conſtables and cunning knaves) W | 
Betwixt the ſwords they thruſt they ſtaves, 
Idzus firſt began to ſpeak, 
For he had learnt a little Greek : 

Forbear, my buffs, your further fray, 
Jove ſays ye fight no more to-day | 
No more of bus'neſs can be done, 
Becauſe the day's already gone. 

Now Ajax, who was cock-a-hoop | 
Becauſe he could with Hector cope, 
Anſwers: To Hector, pray Sir, ſpeak, ! 
He challeng'd forth the boldeſt Greek. l 
If he ſhould tell me it is night, 


And therefore time to end the fight, il 


PI do't ; but he you'll own, my friend, 


That firſt begun, the firſt ſhould end. a 
Then Hector ſpeaks : Great Sir, you're] 
right, s ; , 


And, if you dare but truſt your fight, 
By looking ſharp, you'll ſee it's night ; 
And you and all the people know 

To box at night's againſt the law ; 
For want of light we by ſurprize 
Might knock. out one another's eyes, 
So let's decide ſome other day 


Who's the beſt man at cudgel- phy. 
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hou to thy truſty Greeks advance, 
\t thy eſcape they'll ſing and dance; 
Vhilſt all the good old wives in Troy 
\t my eſcape will jump for joy. 
But let us make, this glorious day, 
dome ſort of ſwap, that folks may ſay 
[heſe ſouls were neither whig nor tory, 
ut battled for their country's glory. 
With that a ſword he gave, whoſe hilt 
Vas made of braſs, but double gilt. 
his gift did Ajax ſtomach melt 
o much, he gave his beſt buff belt. 
hen with a Spaniſh air thoſe twain 
lajeſtic ſtrutted off the plain, 
tor, at his return to Troy, 
id really make em jump for joy: 
hey ſtar'd, but yet the better half 
ane up to feel if he was ſafe. 
vor Ajax was ſwell'd up and puff'd, 
ike a black pudding over ſtuff d. 

this queer trim the'Grecians bring 
he puff d- up hero to the king, 
ho, far from thinking 'twas a man, 
hought they had dreſs'd a ſack of bran 
Ajax cloaths; but, being fully, 
nvinc'd it was the very bully, 
 order'd for this champion bold 
kill a bullock five years old, 
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*T was done almoſt as ſoon as ſaid; 

The quarters roaſted ; table ſpread. 

'The king of kings himſelf took care 

To deal each hungry knave his ſhare ; 

But this ſame Ajax for his ſupper 

Eat the ſirloin and half the crupper, 

By which you'll think, and think aright, 

The man could eat as well as fight. 

When they had ſtuff'd their bellies full, 

And drank each man a hearty pull, 

Neſtor begins, who never long 

Was known to hold his noiſy tongue: 
It grieves my very guts to ſay 

That this has been a diſmal day, 

But faith it was; upon the ſhore 

A dozen hearty cocks, or more, 

Were on their backs by Hector laid, 

And half of them quite knock'd o' th' head, 

Whilſt we are drown'd in grief and ſorrow, 

How can we think to fight to-morrow ? 

A little time ſhould ſure be found 

To get our dead men under ground: 

Which if we don't, I know full well, 

They'll quickly make a curſed ſmell ; 

To Hector's drubs we need not yield, 

Our friends will ſtink us off the held. 

When we have got them under ground, 

Both rotten carcaſſes and ſound, 
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ach man ſhall have a handſome ſtone 

or babes to cry or piſs upon. 

\nd next I muſt adviſe ye all 
To dig a ditch and build a wall, 

ur huts and lighters to ſecure 

rom that damn'd Trojan ſpawn of whore, 
Vith good ſtrong gates, that, if the rout 
hould come too near, we'll bolt 'em out; 
pon the walls build tow'rs, and prop 'em: 
he devil's in't, if that don't ſtop 'em. 

Ve then may boldly face the foe, 

ind when we run know where to go. 

or want of this, if we are beat, 

hey'll ſouſe us all, and burn the fleet. 
Thus ſpake this queer old Grecian wight, 
nd all the captains thought him right, 
1 the mean time the Trojan peers 
ere met, and almoſt got by th' ears. 
ho' ſore afraid, this. crew ſo factious 
ould not refrain from being fractious: 
|! order they deſpis'd or ſummons, 
t like an Engliſh houſe of — 
laſt the grave Antenor roſe, 
nd ſtrove their diff*rence to compoſe. 
What I ſhall utter is no merit, 

is inſpiration of the ſpirit, 
vs this old cuff: reſtore but Hellen, 

d we our our houſes ſafe may dwell in 
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Let Hellen and her money go, 

To pleaſe the cuckold Menelau, 
With all belongs her head or tail ; 
Don't keep the paring of a nail. 

If Paris hath not got enough 

Of trimming her bewitching buff, 
But longs to ſwitch the gipſy ſtill, 
You'll own with me he never will ; 
Then muſt be forc'd, and fo I vote 
To do the very thing he ought. 
We broke the truce, Atrides ſwore it, 
And Jupiter will pelt us for it. 
Then ſtay not to be bidden twice, 
But take for once a fool's advice. 

'Th' old Trojan ſpoke and down he fat, 
When Paris roſe and twirl'd his hat: 
You ſay your ſpeech muſt claim no merit, 
Tis inſpiration of the ſpirit ; 

But, if the matter I can handle, 
A canting quaker's farthing candle, 


Twinkling within him, gives more light 


Than this of yours that burns ſo bright. 
When young perhaps you might be wiſe; 
Wiſdom decays as well as eyes, 

You think that I have had enough 

Of working Hellen's heav'nly buff. 

The thought is mighty well for you, 

For whom three times a year might do; 
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But Helen ne'er ſhall quit my hand, 


So long as I can go or ſtand, 
As for the money that ſhe brought 
From Greece, I ſcorn to touch a groat; 
It lies with his tobacco-ſtopper, 
(Five pounds in filver, three in copper) 
In an old trunk, with ſome old gear 
| never yet would let her wear: 
Let Menelaus touch the pelf, 
| only want to touch herſelf, 
Pefides, I'll pay him for the touch, 
And give him twenty times as much 
From my own ſtock as ſhe brought with her 
When firſt ſhe came from Sparta hither ; 
But e're ſhe goes, by holy Paul, 
Il ſee the devil fetch ye all. 
Priam, who fear'd by all this rout 
His truſty Trojans might fall out, 
Poſe up to ſpeak ; the crew ſo vi'lent 
Had the good manners to be ſilent: 

„ Ye gen'rous ſouls that round me fit, 
\Vhat think ye if we eat a bit ? 
i hen guard the walls, and all the night 
Look ſharp to ſee affairs kept right. 
To the Greek captains, our intention 
A bellman in the morn ſhall mention, 
und tell 'em it will be of uſe 
For ſome few days to have a truce, 
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That thoſe that on the ground are laid 
May be examin'd ; if they're dead 
A good ſtrong coffin we'll inſure 'em, 
But if alive we'll ſtrive to cure em; 
And then with all our might and main 
We'll buckle to't, and fight again.” 

Soon as the Trojan king had ſaid, 
Each ſeiz'd a piece of cheeſe and bread ; 
They look'd for neither boil'd nor roaſt, 
But eat their luncheon at their poſt, 
An hour before the ſun got up, 
Idzus to the camp did pop; 
He found the chief, his friends, and bade 
Looking as wiſe at one another 
As juſtices, when on the bench 
They try ſome poor unlucky wench, 
And make the jade at bridewell yelp 
For breeding brats without their help: 
The bellman tinkl'd firſt his bell, 
And then began his tale to tell. 

Ve Grecian conſtables, I pray 
Lend all your ears to what I ſay; 
And from my ſoul I wiſh, to eaſe ye, 
T hat ev'ry word I ſpeak may pleaſe ye : 
The good old Trojan lets ye know, 
What Paris will, and will not do: 
He will, with very large increaſe, 
Give ev'ry ſtiver brought from Greece, 
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| {I wiſh the whore and rogue both drown'd 


Before they touch'd the Trojan ground) 
And if he can but peace reſtore, 

Will doubl' it ten times o'er and o'er, 
This he will do, but bid me tell ye 
He'll never part with lovely Nelly : 
Helen, ſays he, ſha'n't quit my hand, 
So long as I can go or ſtand, 

Next I'm to ſay, *twill be of uſe 

For ſome few days to have a truce, 

That thoſe who lie in honour's bed, 

If they are fairly knock'd o' th' head, 
May be ſought out, and when they're found 
Be decently put under ground; 

And then with all our might and main, 
If ſo ye like, we'll fight again : 

But who ſhall drub the other well, 

The lord above can only tell. 

All the Greek chiefs, by what appears, 
Heard ev'ry word with both their ears ; 
But, like a modern bill in chancer, 

They took ſome time to give an anſwer. 
This did Tydides' rage provoke, 
Who roſe, and as he roſe he ſpoke : 

Zooks ! you would make a parſon ſwear, 
To ſee ye all thus gape and ftare ! 
What ſignifies their money now, 

Tho' they would give us Helen too? 
C 2 
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You ſee we've ſhook their wooden tow'rs ; 
Drub 'em, and turn 'em out of doors, 
And then of courſe their pelf is ours. 
'The Greeks approv'd this ſhort oration, 
And, gaping, ſhout their approbation. 
Atrides then the peace rejects, 
But ſends to Priam his reſpects : 
You hear, good Sir, the ſhouts of Greece 
Are to a man againſt this peace, 
As much as you all broils we hate, 
But think the peace adequate : 
Tho' you have leave to ſearch about 
The held, to find your dead men out, 
Take care that o'er and o'er you turn 'em, 
Don't bury them alive, or burn 'em: 
And tho? no certain time's requeſted, 


Depend you ſhall not be moleſted. 


He then, to ſhew he meant 'em fair, 
Flouriſh'd his broomſhaft in the air. 

On this the crier trots away 

To Troy, to tell 'em what they ſay. 

The Trojan boys were got together, 

Like flocks of birds in froſty weather, 
Thus gather'd on a heap he caught 'em, 
Waiting to hear what news he brought 'em. 
Finding there was no time to ſpare, 

He hem'd to make his throttle clear, 
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They inſtant leave him room to enter, 
And place him in the very center, 
From whence he with a crier's voice 
(Where words are moſtly drown'd in noilc) 
His ſpeech deliver'd full as clear 
As any crier you ſhall hear : 
The Grecian captains, fron their tents, 
Jo Priam fend their compliments, 
From peace they all delire excuſe, 
Put willingly agree to truce : 
And bid me ſay, you'll never thrive, 
It you your dead men burn alive. 
The Trojans upon this thought good 
10 buy ſome Joads of billet wood : 
But to the Greeks no man would ſell it, 
So the poor dogs were forc'd to fel] it, 
And inſtantly began to cleave 
Without th' lord o' th' manor's leave; 
But I can tell 'em, had they then 
Been caught by Juſtice F d —g's men, 
They'd ſoon have known ſuch kind of dealing 
Is what we London cits call ſtealing. 
The ſun had waſh'd his fiery face, 
And greas'd his wheels to run his race : 
When Greeks and Trojans look about 
To find who'd got their brains knock'd out ; 
But neither fide had time to weep, 


Till they were gather'd on a heap. 
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The Trojans then to burning fall, 


And made one crying ſerve *em all. 
The Grecians thought th' example good, 
So out they lugg'd their ſtolen wood; 


Then laid the bodies in their places, 


And fell to making d — d wry faces. 


When they were burnt as black as coal, 
One louſy tombſtone ſerv'd 'em all. 


This done, with might and main they fall 
To dig a ditch, and build a wall, 

Which Neſtor thought was very meet 

To guard their almoſt-rotten fleet. 

Upon the walls theſe Grecian powers 
Erected what themſelves call'd towers: 
But in theſe days our modern doxies 


Would call them hobbling watchmen's boxes. 


Some baker's billets next they took, 

The ſharpen'd points did outward look, 

The blunt-end tuck in earth; and theſe 
The Grecians call chevaux de frize ; 

Whilſt thus the Greeks their labour kept on, 
They rather diſcomfrontl'd Neptune, 


As near to ſurly Jove he ſat, 


Brother, ſays he, I'll tell you what! 

If Greece ſhould finiſh yon mud wall, 
And thoſe I built for Troy ſhould fall, 
This wall will be remember'd longer, 
The' thoſe I built were ſo much ſtronger, 
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This, by my ſoul, I ſhall not like! 


Ha' done, ſays Jove, thou wrangling tike ! 

Thou admiral of the ſea! and let 

A mortal work thy gullet fret ; 

love that much; but ceaſe to grumble, 

Theſe walls of mud ſhall quickly tumble, 

No bantling that's unborn ſhall view 

A ſtick of what they're doing now, 

Thy waves ſhall ſap the bottom ſeon, 

Or Bridewell- boys ſhall piſs em down, 

Whilſt thus they fratch'd, the Greeks were 
getting 

Juſt finiſh'd, as the ſon was ſetting 

And then the hungry ſons of whores 

Butcher'd their bulls and cows by ſcores ; 

The fat ſurloins on ſpits they put, 

But ſmoke their gods with tripe and gut. 

Juſt as they clapp'd 'em on their crupper 

To eat this great uncommon ſupper, 

They *ſpy'd a lighter under fail, 

Loaded with becr and Burton ale, 

Which came i' th' nick to cheer their ſouls, 

And fill their empty ſkins and bowls ; 

Eunzus did the ale procure, 

For he was only ſmall- beer brewer ; 

A catk of both ſorts did he ſend 


A preſent for the king his friend; 
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[he reſt the Grecian captains bought, 

Lo pay for which, our author thought, 

Some pawn'd a ſhirt, and ſome a coat. 

in feaſting all their cares were ſunk, 

And ev'ry noble chief got drunk; 

But they had made a woeful bl under, 

For Jove they pinch'd, who growl'd like 
thunder, 

Which ſcar'd the drunken rogues ſo ſore, 

Ley ſpill'd their liquor on the floor; 

And in the midſt of all their airs, 

Forgot their oaths to ſay their pray'rs, 

And beg ſuch coil he would not keep, 

But let the maudlin knaves go fleep. 
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$ / OE calls his under-/trappers round him, 
And in a dev'lifſh rage they found him. 
[ charge you ev'ry ſoul, ſurs Foe, 

You don't a fingie finger move 

To Help yond raſcals that are fratching, 
And monkey the, edc other ſcratching. 
li, hoc er o ends, obſerve me well, 

I'll finge the feour es licks in hell : 
Yet for all this, that cumiug rin, 


The jade, Me 25 hee es him N 
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[ To let her, at a ſeaſm fit, 
1 Adviſe the Greeks a little bit. 
No ſooner had the mortal varlets 
Began to ſquabble *bout their harlots, 
Bumping cach others guts and ſides, 
When Jove away to Ida rides; 
There borrowing C----x the grocer's ſcales, 
| He weighs,---The Trojan luck prevails. 
5 On which, with thunder, hail, and rain, 
; He ſmoR'd the Grecians off the plain. 
Old Neſtor only choſe to ſtay, 
1 Becauſe he could not run away; 
"8 But Diomed ſoon brought him help, 
And ſav'd this queer old chatt' ring whelp. 
Then Juno, ever reſtleſs, ſecks 
1 To make old Neptune help her Greeks, 
Neptune, who knew the wheedling witch, 
Anſwers her bluntly, No, you bitch.. 
Teucer comes next, his art to ſhew ; 
He ſhot a ſpecial good long bow : 
But Hector flops the knave's career, 
. And ſent him with a flea in's ear. 
q | Palla, d Juno ſteal away 
| To help the Grecians in the fray : 
1 But quickly Iris made em pack 
| | | To heav'n in no ſmall hurry back, 


ARGUMENT, 35 


| Now whilſt they ſweat, the goddeſs Night 
Arrives, and parts the bloody fight. 

| Altho', e' re ſbe could part em all, 

The Greeks were drove behind their wall. 

| The Trojans burn good fires till day, 

For fear the Greeks ſhould run away, 
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RO RA was the ſkies adorning, 
Or in plain Engliſh, it was morning ; 
When Jove upon his woolpack ſeated, 
His moody-looking ſenate greeted. 
They ey'd him all with fearful look, 
And their teeth chatter'd as he ſpoke. 
Ye underlins of ſtate give ear 
To what I either ſay or ſwear ; 
Good heed to what I utter take ye, 
Or by the living g---d I'll make ye: 
Don't be ſuch fools as think that ye 
Shall make me change a fixt decree 
Therefore, if any buſy knave 
Shall but attempt one ſoul to ſave, 
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| Or lend his help to either ſide, 
| Be ſure I'll pepper well his hide. 
| He ſhall receive from ſome ſtrong tar 
Three dozen at the capſtern bar ; 
Or, in my furious wrath, pell-mall, 
I'll kick the {coundrel down to hell; 
To red-hot brazen doors 1˙II hook Bim, 
| And, like a rat, with brimitone ſmoke him : 
Join all together, if ye will, 
And try your utmoſt ſtrength and {kill ; 
as eaſily I can ye ſouſe 
us nitty tay lors crack a louſe; 
Put if you chuſe with me to cope, 
Il let you down this good new rope; 
Hang at one end both great and ſmall, 
And add to that Weſtminſter-Hall, 
With lawyers, witneſſes, and jury, 
Tais hand can lift 'em, I aſſutre ye; 
Tho' in that place I know *tis ſaid 
There's many a ſolid heavy head. 

Twas thus the moody thund'rer ſpoke, 
And all the crew like aſpin ſhook : 
Yet, for all this, that cunning jade 
His baſtard, call'd the blue-ey'd maid, 
Maugre his bluſt'ring and his ſtrutting, 
Ventur'd a word or two to put in. 
| know, ſays Madam Pall. they are 
Confounded ſtupid dogs tat dare 
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Oppoſe your worſhip's will; ſuch blocks 
Ought to be flogg'd, or ſet i' th' ſtocks 
But yet the Grecians* woeful ditty, 

Pray don't be angry if I pity ; 

And tho? you'll ſet us in the ſtocks 


If we on either ſide ſhould box, FH 
Yet let Minerva's council pray W 
Adviſe em when to run away; I. 
Elſe they, not knowing what to do, Fr 
May get their ribs beat black and blue. An 

The thund'rer ſmil'd, and told the jade, No 
She need not be ſo much afraid, So 


For tho' he knew it did her good 

To move and circulate her blood, 

And therefore now and then might ſtir her, 
Yet he had ſtill a kindneſs for her. 

Then bid his nags, with hoofs of braſs, 
And ſorrel manes, be fetch'd from graſs; 
Theſe tits, one Friday afternoon, 

Tove purchas'd of a Yorkſhire loon 

In Smithfield, with great care, and yet 
Got moſt abominably bit ; 

Neither of thoſe he laid his hand on, 
Had got a ſingle foot to ſtand on. 

When Vulcan ſaw his dad was bit, 
He on a rare expedient hit; 


And pray what may you think it was ? 
Why faith to eaſe their hoofs with braſs : 
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Had he not found this way to do't, In 


Old Thund'rer might have walk'd on foot, | 
As he had got no caſh to ſpare 4 
To go and buy another pair. | 


{Soon as the geldings did approach, x 
He yok'd em to a flaming coach, f 
Which Vulcan made that very year | 
The firſt was built for our lord mayor, 
From which the god took his defign, 
And made it clumſey, ſtrong, and fine. 
Jove, with a hackney coachman's whip, 
Soon made his batter'd geldings ſkip. 
[Whilſt down the hill like ſmoke they run, 
he god had plac'd himſelf upon 
\ three-legg'd ſtool they call'd a throne, 
Nor did his godſhip ſtay or ſtop, 
Till he arriv'd on Ida's top; 
here he forſook his coach to trudge it 
Un foot, but firſt from out the budget 
He pull'd ſome hay, with which he feaſts 
is tits; good coachmen mind their beaſts : 
hen turning, and about him looking, 
e ſaw ſome prieſts his dinner cooking, 
n which, a little time to kill, 
e fat him down o' th* top o' th' hill; 
but firſt he fixt o' th* edge of th* ſlope 
looper's reflecting teleſcope, 
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By which he ſaw, when pointed down, 
All their rogues tricks within the town, 
And turning it the leaſt aſide, 

Their rogue'ry in the boats eſpy'd, 

And found that both in boats and towers, 
The men were rogues, and women whores. 
And now the Greeks made wond'rous haſte 
To get their ſtaves, and break their faſt ; 
They thought to ſpit their malice faſting 
Would look like rancour everlaſting, 

it So never fail'd before a fight 

Of ſomething good to take a bite, 
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| But did not, as our trainbands do, 

1 Provide a bit for dinner too; 

i And pocket ſtore of hard boil'd eggs, 

if With penny-rolls and chicken legs. 

| The 1 rojaiis too, with nettle perridge, 


Had warm'd their ſtomachs and their courage 
The gates once open, out they rattle, 
And wen and horſes ſmoke to battle; 
Spread o'er the plain, and fill the roads 
j With fighting fellows by cart loads, 
Then fall to loggerheads ſlap daſh, 
And cudgels againſt cudgels claſh : 

In ſtreams the blood and inivel flows 
From many a Grecian's ſnotty noſe, 
And many a truity Trojan's too ling 
In ſuch great ſhow'rs the broomſticks fle. e; 
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| woeful lamentation ſpreads 
m batter'd crowns and broken heads; 


nd tho' this fray began ſo ſoon, 


laſted all the morn *till noon ; 


ut when the mid-day ſun prevails, 


we borrows * Cox the grocer's ſcales : 
ich ſteady hand th' old whoring boy 
ianc'd the fate of Greece and Troy. 


nis day the Grecian fortune fails, 
10' weigh'd by theſe impartial ſcales; 
hen inſtantly Jove's thunder roars, 


Ind all their ale and porter ſours ; 


meneus would not ſtay, 

na both Ajaces ran away: 

vor Agamemnon, parch'd with thirſt, 
in, tho' he did not run the firſt ; 

d Neſtor only fac'd the foe, 

nd ſtay'd, becauſe he could not go. 
is had with reſiſtleſs force 
amſtring'd his beſt flea-bitten horſe ; 
or with ſpeed untied the braces, 


nd cut the ropes that ſerv'd for traces: 


This man was a juſtice of the peace, Whilſt 
clerk was writing a mittimus to ſend a girl to 
well, for retailing her ware full meaſure for a 
ling a turn, he had his own weights broke in pieces 
tie jury, and thrown into the ſtreet, for being ſhort | 


e two ounces in the pound, 
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| This the old Grecian ſcarce had done, 
1 When Hector furiouſly came on, 
And ten to one had been ſo civil 


| As ſend old greybeard to the devil ; 

| But Diomed, who was no ſtranger 

| To Hector, ſaw th' old fellow's danger, 
ö Forward he ſprung, and call'd upon, 

| Ulyfles, who like wildfire run. 

Pr'ythee, ſays he, don't further fly 
Amongſt that mongrel heartleſs fry, 

For fear ſome Trojan thief ſhould crack 
Thy paper ſkull behind thy back: 


l Neſtor's in danger, pr'ythee meet us, Vit 
i Or Hector gives him his quietus, le 
_ Ulyſſes, when he heard that Neſtor 0 

Was in a ſcrape, ran ten times faſter ; 0 


ö O'er the deep ſand flew helter ſkelter, 
i And leap'd on board his boat for ſhelter; Ne. 


| Nor did the honeſt ſtateſman grieve 8 6 
| His brother in the lurch to leave ; fe | 
| But Diomed, tho' he was gone, Ind 
Ventur'd to help. th' old cock alone. he 
From off his cart a jump he took ; Id 


Then ſtopp'd the horſes whilſt he ſpoke : Mull 
Old bluff, ſays he, you well may gape, yd 

You're got into a curſed ſcrape. mi 

This furious whelp, this Hector ſurely 

May ſmaſh your rotten bones ſecurely: 
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hy horſes are but ſlow and poor, 

in't trot a mile in half an hour. 

hen haſte, old boy, and mount my cart; 
value Hector not a fart: 

Jo you but guide the horſes right, 

Ind if it comes to blows Þll fight; 

lind but my nags, they'll run, by Mars, 
s if the de'el was at their arſe, 

re miſty day, when none could ſee us, 
e ſtole theſe horſes from ÆEneas. 

hen leave thy ſhabby tits, don't mind 'em, 
ome of our ſtraggling crew will find 'em; 
(ith theſe we'll let the Trojan meet us, 

ſe can but run if he ſhould beat us. 

Old Neſtor chuckl'd at his heart, 

o find his friend had brought his cart; 
vuickly, without or ſtay or ſtop, 

e made a ſhift to tumble up: 

s own old yawds *, ſo lank and bare, 
e left to two ſkip-kennel's care; 
in! care no doubt the backward ways 

icy took, as ſkips do now-a- days. 

d Neſtor drove, for he was carter, 

ull ſpeed to meet this Trojan tartar. 

ydides aim'd at Hector's crown; 
miſs'd, but brought his coachman down. 


* Yorkſhire word for horſes, 
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Hector no nearer could approach 

For want of one to drive his coach ; 
Behind the carriage he retired 

Til a freſh driver he had hired, 

One Archeptolemus aroſe, 

A coachman with a fine red noſe ; 

But Hector had no time to ſtay, 

So hir'd the raſcal for the day. 

And now this Diomed would ſoon 
Have made the conq'ring Trojans run 
Like ſheep before the Spanith Don“. 
But Jove again began to grow], 

And thunder'd from his muſtard + bowl, 
Lightning ſo near the Greek did pats, 

It ſing'd his noſe, and burnt the graſs. 
The frighten'd horſes tumbl'd down, 
And Neſtor dropt into a ſwoon ; 

But ſoon recover'd, and begun 

To chatter: Zoons, ſays he, let's run; 
To- day the thunder-clap director 

Swears he will fight for none but Hector. 
Let's be content, perhaps he may 

Take Neſtor's part another day: 

*Spite of what we can offer, ſtill 

You know he will do what he will. 


* Don Quixote. 
+ They made thunder formerly at the play-hou 


in a great muſtard bow], 
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Says Diomed : Old griz!e-beard, 
luck in ev'ry word I've heard, 
it what the pox will Hector ſay, 
bold Tydides runs away? 
ot me, before it ſhall be ſaid 
an for't, he ſhall break my head. 
Neſtor replies: O fad ! O fad! 
he man 1s ſurely drunk or mad ! 
hy what the plague can Hector ſay ? 
e never made you run away: 
hat whelp is ſenſible enough, 
ou've duſted many a Trojan's buff; 
ut the moſt wicked ſons of plunder 
th lightning dare not fight, nor thunder. 
He ſaid no more, but crack'd his whip, 
11 gave the Trojan chief the ſlip, 
ic horſes run along the coaſt, 
faſt a country prieſts ride poſt, 
hen death, aſſiſted by good liquor, 
Wi: fcized ſome neighb'ring toping vicar, 
de Trojans ſhout, as well they might, 
* Woe them in ſuch helliſh fright : 
hen Hector calls to Diomed, 
bu've ſpecial heels in time of need; 
Ir this the Grecians, when you dine, 
lll give for your own ſhare a chine, 
„0 HeCtor's ſelf you dare not face, 
u beat him hollow in the race, 


— — — 


.hov! 
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You ſee to what your bragging comes; 
You raze our walls ! you kiſs our bums : 
Tho? yet, perhaps, I'll duſt your coat 
Before you reach your crazy boat. 

The Grecian bully could not bear 
Such cutting kind of jokes to hear. 
Thrice the bold chief his horſes ſtopp'd, 
And thrice the bold propoſal dropp'd ; 
For Thunder, in the ſhape of Fear, 
Whiſper'd the warrior in the ear: 

For what the devil ſhould you ſtay ? 
*Tis ſafer far to run away. 

This council by the chief was taken, 
Who ſmok'd along and fay'd his bacon. 
Great Hector, with no little glee, 

The lightning ſaw as well as he, 
But to his ſenſe each thunder crack 
Felt like a chearing clap o' th* back; 

Then to his truſty Trojans ſpoke : 

Ye backs of ſtzel, and hearts of oak, 
Remember what our grandames tell us, 
That all our dads were clever fellows, 
And then you'll ſcorn all idle fears ; 
Beſides, Jove's rumbling thunder ſwears 
We now ſhall lug the Grecians' ears. 
Advance then quick, we'll ſurely end 'em, 
Yon walls of mud ſhall ne'er defend em. 
Soon as we've drove them down their hate 
Lug out your tinder-box and matches, 
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nd ſtrike a light; if we can't ſwinge 'em 
ith broomſtaves, yet with links we'll ſinge 

'em. 

He ſpoke ; then bid his horſes go 
words like theſe, Gee up! gee ho |! 
ll, Jolly, Driver, hi! gee hi! 

d Dobbing, zoons ! why don't you fly ? 
orm you journey well this day, 

du ne'er ſhall want both corn and hay. 
u know my dame when I return 

aways ready with your corn: 

ure ſure good meaſure there will be, 
cheating oſtler keeps the key. 

n*till I catch that Diom's buff coat, 
Neſtor's potlid and his rough coat. 

in me but theſe before ye tire, 

d then I'll ſet their boats on fire. 

This Juno heard, that ſcolding witch, 
d gave her buttocks ſuch a twitch, 
hook her three-legg'd milking-ſtool, 
hich ſhook the ſtars from pole to pole. 
Neptune ! ſays ſhe, I vow and ſwear 
me it ſeems a little queer 

at you ſhould ſee thoſe Grecians beaten, 
ole viCtals you ſo oft have eaten, 

oſe Greeks by whom you're daily fed 
th bullocks? liver and ſheeps' head, 

ate Egce and Helice too 

ordinary keep for you, 
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And ſtuff your guts three times a week 
With fry'd cow-heel and bak'd ox-check, 
At their own proper charge and coſt ; 
Yet you fit ſtill and ſee em loſt, 

Would their own gods take heart and ſtand, 
With all my ſoul I'd lend a hand; 
Nor could that croſs-grain'd ſurly elt, 
My precious huſband help himſelf, 


But, whilſt he ſaw the Trojans tumble, | 
Sit ſtill and hear his own guts grumble, f 
The water god, in great ſurprize, f 
Firſt ſhakes his noddle, then replies: ; 
J ken your jade's trick mighty well, i 
Vou'd have me like yourſelf rebel; 5 
But J know better, you're his wife, 1 
And therefore may rebel for life, 
Wives for rebellion plead 01d cuſtom, 
And they will keep it up 1 truſt 'em: ( 
We're. ſenſible *tis nothing more N 
Than what their mothers did before. ( 
Content I'll keep the way I'm in, 
And flumber in a whole calf's ſkin. * 


And now the mighty mob of Troy, 
By Hector led, the Greeks annoy. Ne 


Cloſe by the ditch they threat'ning ſtand, i 
With flaming hedge-ſtakes in their hand iſ Ar 
Poor Agamemnon, in a fit K 


Of fear, was very nigh beſh---t ; 


and, 


nd 
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But Juno help'd him with a touch 
To ſome ſmall courage, though not much, 
He ran, and carry'd in his hand 
The royal enſign of command, 
An old red coat a grenadier 
Had pawn'd for drink at Wandſor fair, 
Great Agamemnon going by 
This tempting penny worth did ſpy ; 
From off the hook he quickly caught it, 
And for a brace of teſters bought it. 
He held it on Ulyſſes' deck, 
And words like theſe was heard to ſpeak ; 
But roar'd ſo loud, and was fo ſcar'd, 
Both Ajax and Ulyſſes heard, 
Tho ſeparated by the fleet, 
'Tis thought, at leaſt, five hundred feet : 

O all ye Grecian paltry dogs! 
(The veſſels echo'd back, damn'd ragues) 
Where are your mighty boaſts at dinner 
Gainſt Troy? each ſingle Greek on win 

her! | 

Whilſt your ungodly guts ye fill, 
Lou all look fierce as Bobadil, 
Now I'm convinc'd each ſingle glutton 
Would take the town, if made of mutton 
And yet, tho' driv'n on a heap, 
Dare all as well be d — d as peep 

Vor, II. D 


49 


50 TR EIGHTH BOOK or 
Acroſs the ditch to look at Hector, 
Who will in leſs, as I conjecture, 
Than half an hour quite overturn us, 
And in our rotten ſcullers burn us. 

O Jupiter! whoſe ſtrength is mickle, 
Was ever man in ſuch a pickle ! 


Tho' arm'd with pow'r, and ſtrength, and 


might, 
I lead on knaves that dare not fight; 
But they, the battle once begun, 
Don't ſtoutly box, but ſtoutly run. 
For thee I've roaſted many a heap 
Of bullocks' guts, and lambs, and ſheep, 


Then only aſk'd a flender boon, 


Leave to demoliſh that damn'd town': 
Now I have chang'd my note, and pray 
Only for leave to run away. 

Thus roar'd the king in doleful dumps, 
Then on the ſandy ſhore he jumps. 
Tove heard his lamentable ditty, 

And ſpar'd the knave a little pity; 
At once he. with his anger parts, 
And gave a ſign to chear their hearts, 
Behold a hungry carrion crow 

Had got a frog within his claw ; 

As he flew o'er them out it popp'd, 


And *mongſt the hungry Grecians dropp'd. 
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Had they been Frenchmen, this I know, 
They'd ſnap'd him up and eat him raw. 
Howe'er, this token rais'd their courage, 
More than each man a meſs of porridge : 
They turn, and on a ſudden rally, 
And ſtrive who ſhall be firſt to ſally. 
That bully rock, the bold Tydides, 
Firſt leap'd the ditch, which three feet wide is, 
And dealt ſuch furious ſtrokes to rout 'em, 
He made the Trojans look about em. 
The firſt that ply'd his heels to run 
Was Agelaus, Phradmon's ſon, 
Vhich Diomed eſpying, ſoon 
Vith a long broomſtick fetch'd him down. 
his Diom. had a wond'rous knack 
Of hitting folks behind their back. 
As the youth tumbl'd on the ground, 
is potlid made a thund'ring ſound, 
ow that a paſſage once was made, 
The Greeks, tho' woefully afraid, 
eem'd quite aſham'd to let that elf, 
L ydides, box it by himſelf, 
In which th' Atridæ ſhew'd their faces, 
ind after them the bold Ajaces ; 
leriones was next, and then 


. Fppear'd the bruiſer Idomen. 
lyſſes cautious fac'd the foe! 
hen Teucer with his d-——d long bow. 
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Who ſlyly bor'd a little hole 


Came plump upon his guts, and ſoon 


In Ajax potlid, whence he ſtole 

A peep to ſee what kind of ſpark 

Stood moſt convenient for his mark; 
Then let an arrow fly, and plump 
Behind the targe again did jump. 

Thus rats and mice, by danger preſt 
Skip nimbly back into their neſt: 

Thus Ajax to his brother kind 
Holds out his targe to pop behind. 
Who tumbl'd firſt by this long bow, 
Come, miſtreſs Muſe, and let us know. 
Orſilochus, a friend to Venus, 

Firſt fell, and after him Ormenus. 
Poor Lycophon ! the Fates did twiſt his 
Small thread of life with Opheleſtes. 
Chromius had hardly time to ſay, Sir, 
I'm hurt, but down he fell; when Daccr 


Poor Hamopaon tumbl'd down, 

Great Melenippus could not keep 

His feet, ſo fell amidſt this heap : 

Beſides a dozen more he ſlew 

If there is any credit due | | 

To one who ſhoots ſo long a bow. 7 
Now when the bully Grecian daſtard, be 


Perceiv'd the curſt miſchievous baſtard 
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Making ſuch work, he crics, Huzza ! 
| wiſh, my boy, that ev'ry day | 
You'd ſhewn us this ſame ſort of play. 
Of mighty ſervice it had been 
Jo keep the Grecians? breeches clean, 
() youth, whoſe bow hath ſav'd an hoſt, 
Well may thy good ald daddy boaſt 
Than his true-born he loves thee more, 
Cauſe got upon a fav'rite whore, 
But, when he ſaw thy early worth, 
He from the foundling brought thee forth 
Where hadſt thou ſtaid, thou'dſt been a taylor, 
relſe a blackſmith, or a nailor; 
But proud to find he'd ſuch a ſon, | 

e paid the charge and brought thee home. 
Now hear a mighty monarch ſpeak : 
If Troy ſhould tumble down next week, 
irſt for myſelf, you may be ſure, 
| ſhall provide a buxom whore; 
But when my proper ſhare is reckon'd, 
Depend upon't, you ſhall be ſecond, 
ehdes a noble piece of gold, 
\nd twenty ſhillings three times told, 

I anſwer that the ſons of Greece 

Vill let you chuſe the next good piece, 

The youth replies, I would have you, Sir, 

mow that vour bribes are loſt on Teucer. 


D 3 


54 Tux ETGHTH BOOK or 

I neither fight for ale or cake, 

But drub the dogs for miſchief's ſake. 

I hate the Trojans, and would eat em, 

Was there no other way to beat 'em. 

Eight arrows ſince we made a ſtand 

I ſhot at Hector from this hand. 

They hit eight valiant cocks 'tis granted, 

But Hector was the whelp I wanted. 

Some damn'd old Lapland witch incog. 

Defends that bluſt'ring Trojan dog. 
No ſooner had he ſpoke, but ſtrait 

He aim'd again at Hector's pate. 

Again the arrow miſt its mark, 

But hit another Trojan ſpark, 

Gorgythio call'd, of royal blood: 

Old Priam got him when he could 

Stand ſtiffly to't, then all on fire a 

He kiſs'd his mother Caſtianira, 

And got this youth, as fine a boy 

As any you could find in Troy. 

Like a poor battle royal cock, 

Difabled by a fad chance knock, 

That can no longer ply the round, 

But reſts his beak upon the ground ; 

Juſt ſo this younker's ſkull-cap preſt 

His heavy noddle to his breaſt. 

Another dart this furious ſpark 

Let fly: once more it miſs'd the mark; 
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Which made the furious Greek conjecture, 
Apollo turn'd the ſhafts from Hector, 
Altho' it did not miſs fo far, 

But brought the driver off the car, 
Poor Archeptolemus's jaws, 

The coachman with the copper noſe, 
t hit; his leathern jacket rumbl'd 

do loud, as on the ground he tumbl'd, 
That all the horſes in the cart 

Could not refrain a ſudden ſtart, 
When Hector ſaw his coachman fall, 
It vext his liver, guts, and all. 
Cebaiones he then commands 

To take the carriage off his hands ; 
When out he jumps, and up he took 
A ſtone as big as half a rock. 

This with a rattle did he throw, 

Juſt as bold Teucer bent his bow. 

do well he aim'd this piece of rock, 

it lent the younker ſuch a knock, 

As ſorely bruis'd his hucklebone, 

And brought the roguiſh archer down, 
Alaſtor and Meciſteus bore him, 

And Ajax clapt his potlid o'er him. 

In this condition, all beſh 6 

They lugg'd him to the Grecian fleet. 
And now old father Jove begun 

To think he'd chang'd his mind too ſoon ; 
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A 
— 


— — — 
. 2 — — - wr 
— . —ũi' . ²˙¹ . F 


56 TE EIGHTH BOOK or 


On which he quickly fac'd about, 

To help the drooping Trojans out, 

Greece once again his fury feels, 

Again they try their nimble heels, 

Hard at their tails bold Hector keeps, 

And drives them into th? ditch on heaps, 
Thus I a farmer's cur have ſeen, 

When ſheep are driven o'er the green, 

A conſtant waughing does he keep, 

But only bites the hindmoſt ſheep. 

Thus Hector, following as they fled, 
Lends the laſt knave a broken head. 

And now, when out of breath for haſte, 
With loſs of men the ditch they'd paſt, 
Theſe fighting heroes, all ſo ſtout, 

Tuſt made a ſhiſt to turn about, 

There they ſaw Hector's cart-wheels reach 
The outward edge of this great ditch, 

And there he ſtood the Grecians fright ning ; 
Poor ſouls | they took his eyes for lightning. 
Some of their wiſe old ſoakers ſaid 


His noddle was a gorgon's head ; 


But one deep-learn'd north-country elf 
Swore *twas the muckle de'el himſelf, 
For o7t' before his face he'd ſeen, 

And ken'd him by his ſawcer eyne, 
Juno their ſad condition ſpies, 

And to her crony Pallas cries : 
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Thou who canſt kick, as I am told, 
As faſt again as I can ſcold, 
And make rare work amongſt your foes, 
When you think fit to ply your toes, 
See but my Greeks are loſt for ever, 
Help me to ſave em now or never: 
But how, we ſcarce have time to think; 
mell you not how the raſcals ſtink ? 
Gods! ſhall one ſcoundrel do this evil, 
And drive ſuch numbers to the devil; 
That ſon of a damn'd Trojan bitch, 
dee how he ſcares them 'croſs the ditch, 
Pallas replies, I ſee as well v. 
As you or any one can tell 
What yond infernal raſcal's doing; 
But how to fave dur rogues from ruin 
can't deviſe, 3 our ſurly mate 0 
Wont let me break that Hector's pate; 
a In vain to crack his ſkull I ſtrive, 
tor Jove will neither lead nor drive, 
Th' immortal rogues forget as ſoon 
As mortal rogues a favour done: 
To me he came, and made great moan, | | 
Begging that I would fave his on, 
The mighty kill-cow Herculc:, 
A clumſier dog one feidor.1 ſecs. 
I whip'd me down to land him help, 
And often ſav'd the cluniſey vn; 
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But had I known his dad ſo well, 

When laſt he took a trip to hell, 

His journey ſhould have been in vain, 

I n&er had help'd him back again: 

The ſtumbling block that lay i' th' way 

To hinder his return to day, 

I'd have been ſtuck before I'd lift it, 

But left the devil and him to ſhift it: 

I've a good mind to go and beat his 

Beloved minx, that goody Thetis : 

To humour her curſt baſtard's freaks, 

He'll quite demoliſh all our Greeks ; 

f When it's too late, this face of gallows 

9 Will call me his beloved Pallas. 

| Zounds ! don't ſtand here to wink and pink, A. 
| But get thy chariot in a twink ; ſ 
| Spite of the thund'rer and his punk, ju 
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| We'll make thoſe Trojan ſcoundrels funk : Al 
Let us but land upon the ſhore, I. 
Hector will hector then no more. te 
[| When I and Juno come to fight 'em, La 
Ll The devil's in't if we can't fright em; Li 
And ten to one, but in a crack, bu 

| WII lay this Broughton on his back. Fr 

| Her voice then ceas'd thro” rage and ſpleen, He 
Whilſt Jove's eternal ſcolding queen - M. 


Mutt'ring, between her teeth, ſtrange curſes, II. 
Made haſte to harneſs both her horſes; Ag 


-. 
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But yet, tho' pinch'd for time, took pains 
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To tye red ribbands to their manes ; 
When Pallas inſtantly threw down 

Her dag'led petticoat and gown, 

Nor ſtaid to fold her ragged placket, 

But whip'd her on a buft-ſkin jacket 

So glaz'd with greaſe and dirt all o'er, 

It ſhin'd juſt like a ſh—— n door; 

Upon the car ſhe took her ſtand, 

and ſhook a broomſtaff in her hand, 

do large, that tye a proper heap 

Of broom to th? end on't, it would ſweep 
All London ſtreets, I'm pretty ſure, 

Quite clean in leſs than half an hour, 
And ſowſe into the Thames drive all 

The rubbiſh, aldermen, and all. 

juno upon the coach box its, 

And neck or nothing drives the tits, 

The hours, as they had done before, 
Stood on the watch to ope the door; 
Lager the bluſt'ring crew to reach, | 


Like fury down the hill they ftretch ; 
Thus they proceed, but Jove no doubt 
from Ida kept a ſharp look out : | 
He ſpy'd them ſoon, and calls for Iris; 
My liver, quoth the god, on fire is, 
To ſee yond two damn'd bitches dare 
Againſt their lawſul king make war. 
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Fly, meet the brimſtones both, and tell 'em 
A thouſand fathom deep I'll fell 'em, 


Kill both their nags, and break their wheels, 


And tye the beldames neck and heels, 

And, ſpite of all that they can ſay, 

Whether they ſcold, or ſwear, or pray, 

Expoſe their brawny bums together 

For ten long years to wind and weather ; 

But ſpeak you to Minerva firſt, 

Becauſe, at preſent, ſhe's the worſt ; 

As for my rib, tho' ſhame to tell, 

She pleads old cuſtom to rebel: 

But now I mind her noiſe no more 

Than Fielding minds a ſcolding whore, 

On this the rainbow-goddeſs ſtrides 

Her broomſhaſt, and away ſhe rides, 

{By Homer's own account we find 

At any time ſhe'd beat the wind) 

She met the chariot on the ſlope, 

And boldly cry'd, Plague on you ſtop ; 
«© Such fooliſh journeys why begin ye 

Jove thinks the devil muſt be in ye; 

And ſo do I: he bid me tell ye, 

A thouſand fathom deep he'll fell ye, 


Fill both your nags, and break your wheels, 


And tye ye by the neck and hecls, 
And, ſpite of all that you can ſay, 
Whether you ſcold, or ſwear, or pray, 


ter 
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xpoſe your brawny bums together, 
For ten long years to wind and weather : 
ſo you, Minerva, I ſpeak firſt, 
Pecauſe he thinks you're far the worſt ; 
5 for his rib, 'tis ſhame to tell, 
ne pleads old cuſtom to rebel; 
ut much he wonders what bewitches 
Jour buſy pate, you bitch of bitches *.“ 
ike light'ning then away ſhe flew ; 
er ſpeech tho made *em both look blue. 
hey ſtar'd like honeſt Johney Wade, 
hen his wife caught him with her maid ; 
ut Madam Juno, tho' her mazard 
'ork'a like a guile-fat, yet no hazard 
ie choſe to run, but curb'd her ſwell, 
rd ſeem'd to take it mighty well. 
„Our rage, my crony, with a pox, 
s brought us in a damn'd wrong box; 
ge juſt found out, it ſtrange and odd is, 
nat cach of us, a powerful goddeſs, 
10124 with our cruſty thund'rer ſquabble, 
ach all for what, a mortal rabble; 


*. 


The reader, perhaps, may think T make Iris 
ale the goddeſs of wiſdom too much in the Billingſ- 
2 (ile, but if he will peruſe Homer, he will find 
ten times more abuſive in Greek, than I could 


& ker in Engliſh, 


„* 
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E'en let 'em live with cuſtard cram'd, 

Or die all placemen and be damn'd. 

Let Jove give victory, or rout 'em, 

No more [I'll fret my guts about 'em.“ 

This ſaid, ſhe gave her tits a ſmack, 

And in a trice they ſmoak'd it back ; 

The hours unloos'd *em, rubb'd their coats, 

And gave em ſtore of hay and oats ; 

For the next trip to make 'em fitter, 

They fill'd their ſtalls with clean freſh litter, 

When they the horſes well had fed, 

They put the chariot in a ſhed; 

Whilſt the two brims, with baſhful faces, 

Went ſneaking off, and took their places: 

And now old Jove was tir'd of Ida, 

And up to heav'n took a ride-a z 

But drove his horſes with ſuch ire, 

For want of greaſe his wheels took fire; 

T' untie the horſes Neptune comes, 

Leſt the hot wheels ſhould burn their bums; 
Which done, an old ſhip's ſail he ſteals, 

And ſmothers out the burning wheels. 

Jove then proceeds to take his ſeat 

I' th' hall where all their godſhips meet, 

But with ſuch weight he mov'd his toe, 

It made an earthquake here below; 

Then with his bum a cuſhion preſt, 
; Rais'd a yard higher than the reſt, 


T. 
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juno and Pallas in the hall 

Both look'd as if they'd ſomething ſtole: 

They ſquinted up, and ſaw he frown'd, 
o fixt their eyes upon the ground. 

He ſmil'd to find this lucky puſh, 

or once had made the brimſtones bluſh : 
o inſtantly began to chatter ; 

uno and Pallas, what's the matter ? 

hat made ye both return ſo ſoon ? 
thought you'd ta'en a trip to town, 

o help to pull ſome houſes down, 

ray give me leave tho' to enquire, 
Troy's demoliſh'd, or on fire? 

ut know, ye vixens, I ſhall make 

our grumbling guts and gizzards ake, 
| er again ye dare to fratch 

Vith him who is an overmatch 

or all the underlins o' th' ſky; 

ne kick you know ſoon makes em fly: 
herefore, I ſay, beware your mazzards, 
ind run no more ſuch fooliſh hazzards ; 

my enchanted wand I ſhake, 

ou'll feel your guts and livers quake. 
Vhoever dares my wrath oppoſe, 

Vith red-hot. tongs I'll ſinge his noſe, 

o teach him to refrain from evil, 


great St. Dunſtan did the devil. 
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The moment that he did begin 

This ſpeech, the gypſies dropt their chin, 
And e're he made an end o' th' ſong, 
Their faces grew a full yard long ; 

But yet their comfort was, that all 
The race of whoring Troy would fall. 
Pallas ſo much with wrath was gor'd, 
She could not ſpeak a ſingle word ; 
And Juno's paſhon was ſo ſtrong 

She could not hold her noiſy tongue, 
But ſcolding at her uſual rate, 
She thus attack'd her loving mate: 

You know you're ſtronger far than all us, 
Or elſe ſuch names you durſt not call us; 
But ſplit me if I don't believe 
You ſwinge the Greeks to make us grieve. 
Tis not ſtrict juſtice guides your rod, 
Tis contradiRion all, by g---d; 


— — 


And yet you can pretend that no man her 
Is half ſo poſitive as woman; Fi; 
But 'tis a baſe invented fiction; T} 
Man taught poor woman contradiction alk 
For Greece we're griev'd, and like to grieve, Hie. 
Small comfort will thy goodneſs give. be 
By your croſs ſurly face we're ſnub'd, th 
And tamely ſee the Grecians drub'd ; d | 
But let us give 'em council fit, co 


Or elſe they'll ſoon be all beſ---t. r {a 
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To Jove ſhe chatter'd at this rate, 
nd thus reply'd old ſurly pate: 
[ulcan my thunder bolts is bright'ning, 
id ſtore of roſin's ground for light'ning, 
herefore to-morrow morn, if thunder 
are all the Greeks, you need not wonder; 
or let your reſtleſs gizzards grumble, 
ho' you ſee half the whores-birds tumble, 
ector ſhan't ceaſe o' th' bum to kick 'em, 
r with his old cheeſe-toaſter ſtick em, 
Ihe ſhall lay his luckleſs paws 
croſs Pelides? fav'rite's jaws : 
1s, len in a paſhon ſhall Achilles 
zt like a devil; ſuch my will is. 
or ſhall it alter, tho' you ſtay 
e. Wii ſcold for ever and a day. 
0 Lapland go, where witches dwell, 
! Strombello, the mouth of Hell; 
nere arm both conjurors and witches, 
ſmoke the dogs, and burn the bitches. 
The ſun, with all his beams ſo bright, 
alk'd off, and up came Madam Night: 
ieve, Ne Grecians thought her mighty civil; 
he Trojans wiſh'd her at the devil: 
their ill luck the Grecians yield, 
let the Trojans keep the field. 


tor, like modern generals, 
' ſake of form, a council calls, 
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To think of ſuch a thing as ſupper ; 
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Tho! certain was the doughty knight 

They'll think whate'er he fays is right. 

But, as they lay too near the Greeks, 

He leads *em off before he ſpeaks ; 

And getting on Scamander's banks, 

They ſat em down to eaſe their ſhanks 

His quarterſtaff in his right hand 

He frxt, to help to make him ſtand, 

On which he lean'd when he thought fit, 

(You know a ſpeaker ne'er ſhould fit 

»Till his oration's at an end, 

Whether they do or not attend). 

This ſtaff, which he in battle bore, 

Ten cubits was in length and more, 

With bladders ty'd each end thereon, 

To ſcare folks as he knock'd em down, 
Forward the chief his body bends, ich:; 


Like Gl--y--r, and began, My friends, g 


If you will yield me due attention, . 
Some thoughts that juſt occur, I'll mention. 
This day we hop'd the Grecian coats 

To ſteal, and burn their rotten boats; 7 
But Madam Night, to our great ſorrow, 


lio V 
Protects the cowards 'til to-morrow : "M 
Howe'er 'tis fit, by beat of drum, bo. 
To let her ſee we know ſhe's come; th 
And therefore twould not be improper, . 
9 


On. 
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nd then, before we go to bed, 
Durſelves will ſee our horſes fed, 
or never was that oftler born 
hat would not cheat 'em of their corn 
[neſs you keep a ſharp look out; 
nd I, depend upon't, will do't, 
he town will ſend us in, of courſe, 
oth provender for man and horſe: 
nd then, to keep our knaves from ſleepingy 
thouſand bonfires let us keep in: 
heſe fires will ſhine as bright as day, 
d then the Greeks can't run away; 
tif they do, the rogues ſhall find moſt 
onfounded doings for the hindmoſt; 
r ſhould they pop away i' tl? dark, 
ell give 'em ev'ry man a mark, 
ch as may laſt each knave his life, 
o ſhew his roaring brats and wife, 
d warn the pilf*ring ſons of whores 
dy they again attempt our ſhores. 
xt to the town, if you think well, 
ell ſend the bellman with his bell, 
no with his ruſty voice may call 
th old and young to guard the wall. 
| to prevent all needleſs frights, 
t the old women hang out lights, 
, Whilſt the ſhades of night are on us, 
: Grrecians ſteal a march upon us, 
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And ſlyly entering the town, 'A 
Trim all our wives both up and down, 
To- night theſe orders are enough, 
To-morrow we will work their buff. 
I've a great notion that we may 

Drive theſe infernal rogues away, 

Who in a Juckleſs morning roſe 

To feaſt our dogs and carrion crows. 
This ſingle night good watch we'll keep, 
And when you ſee the morning peep 
Light all your links, and never tire 
"Till we have ſet their boats on fire. 

Then ſhall myſelf and Diomed 

Decide whoſe noſe ſhall ſooneſt bleed, 
And whoſe propitious fate prevails, 
When weigh'd in Juſtice Cox's ſcales, 
Soon as to-morrow's dawn appears, 

III duſt his cap about his ears: 

This good oak ſtick his pate ſhall wound, 
And ſpread his varlets on the ground : 

As ſure as I perform this taſk, 

May I obtain whate'er I aſk ; 

With my lord mayor to dine on Sundays, 
Or common council men on Mondays, 
To cram my guts with tart and cuſtard, 
And gooſe, with apple-ſawce and muſtard, 
Or guttle down fix pound of turtle, 

And drink the glorious and immortal: 
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ln joy thus eat, or faſt in ſorrow, 
As I ſhall drub the rogues to-morrow, 
He ceas'd, and all the captains praiſe 
This noble ſpeech with three huzzas, 
Alter they'd loos'd from off the yoke 

he horſes, wet with ſweat and ſmoke, 
And ty'd, to kecp their nags apart, 
Each tit behind his owners cart; 
Then came fat oxen from the town, 
Vith bread, ſome white, but moſtly brown, 
\nd a good ſtock of mild and ſtale, 
Tho' not one caſk of Yorkſhire ale. 
he vict'als they began to cook, 
und fed their gods with guts and ſmoke, 
It nappen'd this unlucky night 
neir godſhips had no appetite ; 
lney'd not accept it, no not they, 
put puff*d the ſmoke and ſteam away: 
nd were in ſuch a ſulky mood, 
his coſtly ſupper did no good 

ho” it did not the troops alarm, 
500d liquor kept their courage warm. 
when a ſhow'r in London ſtreets, 
dy rubbiſh thrown a ſtoppage meets, 
\ ragged blackguard with his link 
\ttends your ſteps acroſs the fink, 
he link directs you where to get 
o ſave your ſhoes from dirt and wet; 
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So, by the help of blazing fires, 
You'd ſee the Trojan's wooden ſpires; 
And twice five hundred bonfires bright 
Kept blazing all the live long night: 
Each fire did fifty Trojans view, 
So drunk, they laid *em down to ſpew. 
The horſes ſhew their cart-horſe breeding, 
And kick each other whilſt they're feeding, 
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HIS book begins with Atreus ſon 
rſuading all his Greeks to run; 
's haſte, ſays he, and ſave our lives, 
nd like good huſbands kiſs our wives ; 
rif we flay, be ſure Old Nick 
il play us ſome damn'd ſtipp'ry trick ; 
hope the old miſchievous boy | 
il &er deſert his fav rite Troy. 
this fine ſpeech Tydides ſwore 
ſe than he'd ever done before, 
4 ſpoke his mind, becauſe he reckon'd 
i Chatterbags would be his ſecond. 
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Sguare- toes on this a ſpeech begun, 

And fuwore, by Jove, he would not run : 

They then conſult to know which way, 

After their dreadful drubbing day, 

They can with any ſafety ſay. 

Old Neſtor in the humour ſtill is, 

To try and reconcile Achilles; 

Then adds, I think it not amiſs is . 

To ſend both Ajax and Ulyſſes. 

As he propos d, they both are ſent, 

And with them goody Phenix went, 

Now, tho it plain appears, that each 
| Man made a mighty pretty ſpeech, 

And did with as much cunning plead 

As nun, when he's double fee d, 

Achilles ſtwore he would not come, 

And bid the Grecians kiſs his bum, 
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HILST Troy's boid ſons with ſhouts 
get drunk, 
The conquer'd Grecians ſweat and funk ; 
As when a taylor's boy has got 
His maſter's gooſe, almoſt red hot 
The coat it ſinges; trait the fire 
The bloody taylor fills with ire; 
He thumps the lad with all his might, 
Firſt with his left hand, then his right : 
The baſtard's head, on both ſides beat, 
Cen neither ſtay, nor yet retreat, 
No chance for his eſcape appears, 
Whilſt double ſtorms attack his ears: 
Vol. II. E 
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Juſt ſo it far'd with Greece; away 

They could not run, nor durſt they ſtay, 

Poor Agamemnon was diſtreſt 

Nine times as much as all the reſt, 

(You'll ſay, perhaps, how could he chuſe, 

For he'd nine times as much to loſe. ) 

Howe'er he calls his man to ſend him, 

To beg the captains would attend him 

But charges him before he goes, 

To bid 'em tread upon their toes. 

As they were bid, they found their legs, 

But walk'd as if they trod on eggs. 

Their near approach the chief eſpying, 

Roſe up to ſhew em he was crying; 

And e're his doleful tale began, 

He ſobb'd and blubber'd like a man ; 

They found him in this piteous caſe, 

Tears running down his dirty face : 

So when retention's loſt, there ſteals 

A ſalt ſtream down th' old lady's heels. 
At length he ſpoke : Ah, well-a-day ! 

I know not what to do or fay ; 

Of Tove we all complain with juſtice, 

For in his royal word no truſt is, 

The oracles of wiſe Apollo 

Have likewiſe been a little hollow : 

Betwixt em both we're finely nick'd, 

And get moſt tightly thump'd and kick'd, 
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hey promis'd we ozr fobbs ſhould cram, 
But now you ſee tis all a flam : 
or Jove, if ever he deſign'd 
To do us good, has chang'd his mind, 
or us but ſmall concern he feels, 
But gives us leave to truſt our heels; 
herefore I vote that ev'ry man 
rudge home with all the haſte he can 
Nor hope that we ſhall e'er deſtroy 
This heav*n-defended whore's neſt Troy. 
He ſpoke ; and each bold Grecian ſon 
Look'd as he'd neither loſt nor won; 
put gaping ſtood *till Diomed 
beean to ſpeak, and ſpeak he did: 
You told me, Sir, I late begun 
o fight, but rot me if I run; 
No cauſe of quarrel Diom. ſeeks, 
But we are loſt if no man ſpeaks. - 
ou bawl'd fo loud, tho' I was near you, 
ou made our raggamuffins hear you: 
ho' then I thought it good to wink on't, 
ou're pretty ſure I'll always think on't. 
ne gods that make great men of calves, 
lade thee a conſtable by halves: 
lo rule o'er men he's hardly fit, 
hoſe ſoul's no bigger than a nit. 
Vould any chief but thee, I pray, 
erſuade his men to run away ? 


E 2 
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And then *tis ten to one you'll ſwear 
The raſcal's ran away for fear. 
Vou and your ſneaking rogues may go, 
But for my part, I anſwer, No. 
Then don't this fair occaſion lip, 
But get on board thy rotten ſhip : 
The reſt, I hope, won't go ſo ſoon, 
But help to pull yon cocklofts down ; 
If not, tho' all ſhould run away, Vi 
Myſelf and truſty *ſquire will ſtay. Ja 
When once Þ ve enter'd, know I am h 
As ſteady as a Rockingham, ue 
Whoſe country's cauſe will ever be nc 
His object to eternity, ut 
Like him I'll knaves and fools oppoſe, 
But join both heart and hand with thoſe 
Whoſe words as well as actions ſhew 
They love their king and country too, 
In ſuch a cauſe I'll never flinch, 
And ſmite me if I ftir an inch: 
With heaven we came when we begun, 
And hell itſelf ſha'n't make us run. 

He ended here, and all the croud 
Began to ſhout ſo very loud, 
You'd think each man would burſt his liv 
With roaring Diomed for ever. 
When up the rev'rend figure rear'd 
Of chatt'ring Neſtor's grizzle beard, 
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And ſpoke; the chieſs all ſilent fit 
members when they hear a Pitt. 

Thus he begins : My truſty knight, 
ou've nothing ſaid but what is right, 

like a man that never ſtarves it, 

But blames king George, if he deſerves it: 
and yet, my bully rock, I wiſt 

here's ſomething left your youth has miſt, 
[|| ſpeak, nor do I think the thing 

Vill vex the people or the king. 

)amnation ſeize and overtake 

he man that fights for fighting ſake ! 

uch rogues the world would overun, 

nd break good people's heads for fun 

ut we, tho' under feet we're trod, 

ave juſtice on our ſide, by g---d; 
Iherefore to-night let ſentries watch us, 

et theſe confounded raſcals catch us 

ill faſt aſleep ; but firſt its proper 

Lo give theſe ſentinels ſome ſupper. 

Then thou, whoſe pow'r no man controuls, 
lo council call the grave old ſouls ; 

fore the bus'neſs you begin, 

ive each old buff a dram of gin; 

[will chear their hearts, with age quiteſhrunk 


beet don't you make th' old firelocks drunk, 


e ſober councils cannot follow, 
you ſhould make them more than mellow: 
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With mod'rate ſhares of meat and drink, Ti 
\ They'll freely chatter what they think. Hz 
See but yon Trojan fires ſo near us ! 1 


If we but ſneeze they overhear us. 
Whilſt then ſo nigh our boats they keep, Mil * 
The devil fetch me if I'll ſleep. A 
To-morrew morn begins the jumble, 
Where Troy muſt fall, or Greece muſt tumble, 
*T was thus old grey-beard ſpoke ; and firait 
Each ſentry poſted to his gate. | 
The“ ſon the father firſt obey'd, Du 
To ſhew he minded what he ſaid: 50 
(For in thoſe times a ſon would do 
| Things that are out of faſhion now.) 


Aſcalaphus, the ſon of Mars, Bu 
Follow'd this heroe hard at a---ſe, Dy 
Along with bold Ialmen, who All 
Was bully Mars's baſtard too; lh 
Merion and Diepyrus W. 
Went next, and then Aphereus; by 
Laſt came the valiant Lycomed, Ih 
A hardy whelp of Creon's breed. No 
Twice fifty conſtables, all knaves, Ne 
Juarded each bully with their ſtaves: Li 
Not one durſt fit upon his crupper, Fir 
But ſtanding mump'd his cruſt for ſupper, 2 


* Thraſymed, E 
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The chief, both hungry and afraid, 
Had in his tent a ſupper made : 
Tho' matters wore no pleaſing looks, 
He had not yet diſcharg'd his cooks ; 
lis true, he oft” had thought upon 
A proper reformation, 
And taken good advice from all but 
The very man he ſhould, L---d T----- ; 
Who ſoon would bring that ſcheme to pals, 
And turn his cooks by ſcores to graſs : 
But as there's nought on earth can look 
do diſmal as a half-ſtarv'd cook, 
| hope, for theſe poor devil's ſake, 
lle won't ſuch ſneaking methods take, 
But let each honeſt red- nos'd cook, 
Dye as he's liv'd, in fire and finoke, 
All the old cocks were bidden to 
This melancholy ſupper, who 
Were capable at this bad bout, 
By good advice to help him out; 
They eat a deal, but drank muchi more, 
Nor ſtop'd *till they were balf ſeas o'er. 
Neſtor, who on this weighty ſummons, 
Like ſpeakers in the Houſe of C--=-=-s) 
Firſt penn'd a ſpeech, and got it off, 
Began to hawk, and ſpit, and cough : 

Then ſpoke, Thou monarch, who, in troth, 
Lxceeds the kings of Brentford both 
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Thou powerful chief, bedeck'd with ermin, 


Who, as thy fancy ſhall determine, 


Canſt pull down men, and ſet up vermin, 


A thing you did ſome tine ago, 

To ſhew the folks what you could do 
Upon a pinch ; but if again 

You do it, Neſtor tells you plain 

All honeſt men will fo reſent it, 
They'll give you reafon to repent it: 
Tho' you are honeſt we are ſure, 

Yet if you give to raſcals power, 
The wrongs you ſuffer them to do 
Will all be juſtly laid on you; 

In matters of this kind you'll find me 
Much older than yourſelf, ſo mind me, 
Cares that o'erload my upper ſhelt, 
Belong to you and not myſelf; 

If good advice I give, d'you ſees 
Take it, and ſeem as wiſe as me; 
To ſeem exceeding wiſe, we know, 
Is half as good as being ſo: 

A ſteady phiz, and well-tim'd ſhrug, 
Will any time the world humbugg : 
Then hear me, for I'll utter nought 
But what I think, and always thought. 


I told you, when you made ſuch gabbling, 
When Thetis' ſon and you were ſquabbling, 
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Striving to make the loudeſt roar 

About a little bunting whore, 

That through my ſpectacles I ſaw, 

Like Winchelſea, how things would go; 
| ſaw the bully would reſent it, 

And told you who would firſt repent it, | 
Whilſt you in fury ſwore and eurſt 

As if your very gall would burſt ; . 

But as that matter's done and o'er, . 

And can't be help'd, I'll ſay no more: 
I'm the laſt man that would begin 

To kick my neighbour's broken ſhin ; 
Only *tis time you ſtrive to pleaſe him; 


88 


You vext him, and you muſt appeaſe him. 


The chief then anſwers to the knight, 
Flux me, old buff, but you are right. 
| ſee as plain as in a glaſs, 
You're a wiſe man and I'm an aſs; 
Too late I find, that great ſtrong elf 
Is half an army of himſelf. . 


| For him, that water witch his mother 


Drives us on heaps o'er one another, 
Fain would I alter what I've done, 
And ſtrive to pleaſe both witch and ſon. 


dure a few bribes well plac'd will win him 


Or folks will think the devil's in him ; 
Therefore, hear a!l ye Greeks around, 
| hereby offer him ten pound; 
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Seven iron pans to boil his fiſh in, 
And twenty chamber-pots to piſs in, 
I'll add too, for himſelf and mates, 
Twelve horſes that have all won plates 
Was I worth half thefe nags have won, 
I'd be the richeſt man in town; 

Their pedigrees are all ſo good, 

That few their equals are in blood ; 
Out of the twelve, he'll find eleven 
Have got a ring-bone or a ſpavin, 
Which is the ſureſt ſign indeed 
'They're of the very tip-top breed : 
Beſides all this, I'll throw him in 
Seven goodly wenches, who can ſpin 


So well, each wench can weekly earn 
Her ſixteen pence in ſpinning yarn. 


All theſe I'll give him out and out, 
And add the wench we fratch'd about ; 
For his broad back doth ſo bewitch her, 
She never yet would let me ſwitch her. 


'Theſe rare good things are now his own 
And add, when we have ta'en the town, 


Iron and braſs he ſhall have ſtore, 
Beſides full twenty wenches more. 
Himſelf ſhall be the firſt who chuſes, 
And what on tryal he refuſes 

We'll take ourſelves ; when this is done 
I'll take him home, and call him ſon, 
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The farm that I have under care, 
Oreſtes and himſelf ſhall ſhare. 
Laſtly, three daughters I can boaſt, 
All taught to bake, and boil, and roaſt; 
Girls, that beſides plain work and ſtitching, 
Can do the bufineſs of the kitchen; 
Laodice and Iphigeen, 
Two tighter girls are ſeldom ſeen 
In the ſun's rays there not a beam is 
So bright as red-hair'd Chryſothemis. 
'Tis true, they are but three old maids, 
But then they're dev'liſh-ſprightly jades. . 
Theſe in their Sunday's finery dreſt, 
Ill let him chuſe which he likes beſt, 
And for her portion give him more 
Than ** * * ſpends upon his whore. 
Further, theſe mighty gifts to crown, 
I'll make him bailiff of a town, 
With fix fine vilages about it ; 
And keep my word, he need not doubt it, 
He ſhall command Enope's people, 
And Cardamyle without a ſteeple ; 
Pheræ and Pedaſus, whoſe vines 
Will almoſt load a cart with wines; 
Hira's good paſtures, and Epea, 
And ſpecial fields about Anthea 
Theſe ſtanding en the ſa}t-ſea beach, 
Almoſt as far as Pylos reach, 


E b 


[1 
| 
! 
| 
| 


84 Tux NINTH BOOK or 


Where bulls, and cows, and oxen roar, 
And men get drunk, and women whore, 
See what J offer to appeaſe him; 

The devil's in't if this don't pleaſe him: 
By pray'rs the hardeſt thing relaxes ; 
Nothing ſtands fix'd but death and taxes, 

Neſtor, whoſe ſilence gave him pain, 
Starts up to chatter once again: 

Now, by my ſoul, tis bravely offer'd ; 
Singe my old beard if I'd have proffer'd 
*Bove half as much; this muſt convince 
The man that you're a noble prince. 


And now we've talk'd the matter fully, 


Let's ſend and tell this huff bluff bully 
Your princely offer ; I will warrant 
To find men proper for the errand, 
Men that can ſtrut it, and look big, 
With ſtore of guts as well as wig ; 

In ſuch like caſes, when we can, 

We moſtly ſend an alderman, 

But ſince none came in our old lighters, 


(Few aldermen, god knows, are fighters} 


We'll ſend ſome people in their places, 
With aldermanic guts and faces : 
There's Phoenix, like myſelf, grown old, 
And therefore wiſe ; then Ajax bold 
Join'd with Ulyſſes; and to make 

The march more folemn, let em taks 
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wo beadles with their ſilver ſtaves: 
hate to ſee things done by halves. 


Vhen they are gone, let us prepare 
o whiſper every man a pray'r; 
But do not let the Trojans hear, 


ho' if they can but noſe it well, 
hey'll gueſs our pickle by the ſmell, 
And now, as uſual his oration 
Receiv'd a gen'ral approbation. 

he meſſengers ſoon left their places; 
But firſt they waſh'd their dirty faces, 
ind with an old tin dridging box 
deatter d ſome meal upon their locks ; 

hen from a ſwinging pitcher full 
Vf ale, each took a hearty pull. 

Now Neſtor had a fort of dread 

his ale might get into their head, 
ind they, perhaps, might chatter then 
ike drunken common-council men ; 


\nd tell the king to whom they're ſent, 


hey came to pay a compliment, 
but end their meſſage with a ſpice 
drunken hickuping advice; 
do follow'd of his own accord, 
ind beg'd that not one angry word 


light *ſcape their jaws, and that Ulyſs, 


Vhoſe roguiſh tricks did ſeldom miſs, 


Leſt they ſhould think we pray for fear; 


— 
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Would ſee the greateſt care was taken, n 
In this great ſtrait, to ſave their bacon, 
Away they trudg'd, ('twas mighty dark) 
Of light they could not ſee a ſpark ; 

But they could hear the billows roar 

As they came rumbling to the ſhore, 
Which made 'em, whilſt their way they kept on 
Mumble ſome pray' rs to ſhaggy Neptune, 
That he would help 'em to a diſh 

Of ſprats or ſmelts, or any fiſh, 

Or, what would likelieſt do the ching, 

A little handful of old ling, 

Knowing ſuch kind of things as theſe 
Had melted harder hearts than his. 

But they might pray, and pray, and pray, 
Neptune was out of luck that day; 

Tho? he had fiſh'd from morn to night, 
He had not got a ſingle bite: 

Nor (ſhould their ſouls depend on that) 
Could he aſſiſt them with a ſprat, 

Or cen a ſhrimp ; but as for ling, 

Th' old fiſherman had no ſuch thing. 

As faſt as honeſt Neptune cur'd it, 

'That whoring rogue, that Jove, ſecur'd it ; 
For, tho' a god in ev'ry thing, 

He was a devil at old ling. 

But be that matter as it may, 


By great good luck they grop'd their way, 
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nd found Achilles on his rump, 
laying upon a braſs jew-trump. 
ſhe muſic ſeem'd to pleaſe him much, 
cauſe he grinn'd at ev'ry touch, 
Daly Patroclus tarry'd near him, 
o mortal elſe would ſtay to hear him, 
uſt in the middle of his atrs, 
They ſtole upon him unawares : 
ut, when he peep'd and ſaw them come, 
e whip'd him up from off his bum, 
ind clap'd the trump into his pocket, 
o quick, Ulyſſes thinks he broke it. 
atroclus too was on his rump, 
Ind like him gave a ſudden jump. 
chilles ſeiz'd 'em by their hands, 
Ind beg'd to know their beſt commands: 
Welcome, old friends, to me yet dear ! 
pray, what the devil brought you here? 
hope that mangey louſey whelp 
in't ſent you here to me for help; 
but, if he has, and wants my aid, 
ſmell you're damnably afraid. 
At this he pointed to his tent ; 
hey made a leg, and in they went, 
here down the heroes clap'd their docks 
Un woollen cuſhions ſtuff'd with flocks, 
chilles bid Patroclus go 
pot of mild and ſtale to draw, 


3 


BY Tut NINTH BOOK or 


And of the beſt, ſays he, for you 
Muſt know of all the ragged crew, 
That now compoſe the Grecian hoſt, . 
J value theſe three bucks the moſt. 
On this Patroclus draws the beer, 
And then prepares for better chear. 
With a cow-heel he firſt began, 

And fry'd it in an old braſs pan. . 
Automedon ſoon. fetch'd a candle, 


Then held the frying-pan by th' handle, 
Whilſt great Achilles fell to work 


To cut ſome ſteaks of beef and pork. 
Patroclus, at his friend's deſire, 

Made what we call a roaring fire, 

At which the ſteaks were nicely cook'd, 
Except a few a little ſmok' d; 


*T ho' his ſharp hungry gueſts would not 


Believe em ſmok'd, but ſmoking hot. 
After the table cloth was ſpread, 

He gave each man a cake of bread ; 
And, that the gods might have their due, 
Some fat into the fire he threw, 


With knucle-bones, as knowing well, 


Theſe Grecian godfhips lov'd a ſmell. 
Then they fell on their meat and cakes, 
And eat up all the heel and ſteaks. 
After they'd ta en ſome time to drink, 


To Phoenix Ajax tip'd the wink. 
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'lyſſes ſoon the ſignal ſpies, 
fer he kept watch with both his eyes) 
zen pours a glaſs of ale by ſtealth, 
In! cries, Achilles, Sir, your health, 
ich forty thouſand thanks, dy'e ſee, 
or this your kind civility, 
eat Agamemnon, ſmite my crupper, 
ould not have cook'd a better ſupper 
ut, tho" you've fill'd our ſkins ſo full 
f meat and drink, yet ſtill we're dull, 
tecauſe the day is hardly paſs'd, | 
That ſaw us all ſo tightly thraſh'd: 
Ind now we ſtand upon the brink 
ruin, and ſhall ſurely fink, 
f you don't come ; for I'm miſtaken 
f aught alive can ſave our bacon, 
nleſs you kindly will aſſiſt, 
Ind let *em feel your mutton fiſt, 
Only peep out, you'll ſee us all 
by Trojans coop'd within our wall, 
do much they have us on the hip, 
hey talk of burning ev'ry ſhip, 
reat Jove himſelf, or elſe the devil, 
as been ſo very kind and civil, 
5 box all day on Hector's ſide, 
nd lent him ſtrength to trim our hide, 
hat Hector who the world defies, 
nd carries lightning in his eyes, 
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He waits but for the morning bell 
To drive our men and boats to hell. 


With the dry gripes my guts were twiſted, 


To ſee the dog, how he perſiſted 

To ſmaſh us all on heaps, and yet 
Feel but how bloodily I ſweat, 

Leſt he ſhould act as he has ſwore, 
And kick us all about once more. 

Ts it not very hard we muſt 

Lay all our nobs in Trojan duſt 

For want of thee, Achilles? oh! 
Return, and do not anſwer no : 
Return, and ſmite that Hector's liver, 
Better to do it late than never ; 

For, if you let our men be ſlain, 
They'll never riſe to fight again. 

No ſteps, my friend, that you can tread 


Will help them when they'reknock'd of th' head 


Therefore in time obſerve, I pray, 
What your old daddy us'd to ſay: 

My ſon, ſaid he, and ſtrok'd thy locks, 
Thou'rt ſtrong, praiſe god, as any ox; 
But, for all that, keep clear of brabbles, 
Nor tumble into wilful ſquabbles : 

For, if you do, dry blows and ſtrife, 
Will be your portion all your lite, 

But mild behaviour will ſo raiſe you, 


That ev'ry mortal ſoul will praiſe you, 
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And old and young, or grave or mellow, 
Will ſay you are a clever fellow. 

But, in your wrath, if you perhaps 
Should lend a man a flap o' th' chaps, 
Your mutton fiſt will bruiſe his jaw, 
Remember that I told you ſo) 

For which, if you don't run away, 

You'll have the ſurgeon's bill to pay; 
Therefore regard th' advice I give, 

And check your anger whilſt you live, 
Now do not, like a graceleſs knave, 
Deſpiſe th' advice your daddy gave 

But, if you'll grant Atrides' pray'r, 

He'll give you — ſtop and you ſhall hear: 
Before the elders ſeated round, 

He nobly offers you ten pound, 

deyen iron pans to boil your fiſh in, 

And twenty chamber-pots to —— in: 
He'll add too, for yourſelf and mates, 
Twelve horſes that have all won plates. 
Were you worth half theſe nags have won, 
You'd be the richeſt man in town; 

Their pedigrees are all ſo good, 

That few their equals are in blood. 

Out of the twelve you'll find eleven, 
Have got a ring-bone or a ſpavin, 

Which is the ſureſt ſign indeed 
They're of the very tip top breed; 
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For ſev'ral of em you may trace 

From that fam'd horſe that won the race 
For great Darius, when the ſtate 

Decreed a kingdom for a plate : 

And, if you ſell them, Pond for you 
Shall ſwear the pedigree is true. 

Beſides all this, he'll throw you in 

Of hard-bum'd wenches that can ſpin 
The very lucky number ſeven ; 

Odd numbers always beat the even, 

Their ſpinning will good money earn, 
And you'll grow rich by ſelling yarn, 

All theſe he'll give you out and out, 

And add the wench you fratch'd about, 
And ſwears you ſomeway ſo bewitch her, 
She never yet would let him ſwitch her. 
"Theſe rare good things are now your own; 
And, when we've ta'en yond louſey town, 
Iron and braſs you fhall have plenty, 

And a round dozen, if not twenty, 
Plump girls ; and, if on leap and trial 
(Which they muſt take without denial) 
You like 'em not, you need not chuſe em, 
We'll ſnap em up, tho' your refuſe em: 
Then try again, if that will eaſe you, 
Till you can find a ſcore to pleaſe you. 
And, when this job of jobs is done, 
Which muſt I think be ſpecial fun, 
He'll take you home and call you ſon. 
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Of all his lands the farm that beſt is 

e' ſplit *twixt you and bold Oreſtes. 
Laſtly, three daughters he can boaſt, 
All taught to boil, or bake, or roaſt, 
Uſeful ith* parlour, hall, or kitchen, 
And notable fine girls at ſtitching--- 
Your ſhirts I mean, the wriſts or neck, 
Whether your linen's plain or check, 
Which, my good friend, will be to you 
Of uſe, and profitable too, 
Becauſe you need not then go ſwapping 
Your ſmuggl'd tea for ſhirts in Wapping, 
Where ware that's ſound cannot be gotten, 
And all their ſtitching tackle rotten, 
Laodice and Iphigeen 
Are two of theſe fine girls I mean: 
In the ſun's rays there not a beam is 
$ bright as red-hair'd Chryſothemis, 
All three are ſprightly buxom jades, 
And not the worſe for being maids. 
Theſe- in their Sunday's fin'ry dreſt, 
Yourſelf ſhall chuſe which you like beſt; 
And for her portion you'll have more 
Than * * ** ſpent upon his whore. 
Further, theſe mighty gifts to crown, 
He'll make you bailiff of a town, 
Where on a grand election year, 
If you are careful, you may clcar 
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Ten pounds, as ſure as you were born, 
Or twenty for a falſe return. 

But let this caution be your guide, 
That you return the ſtrongeſt ſide ; 
Elſe you-may chance to find your pate 


f O' th' wrong ſide of an iron grate, 0 
Likewiſe ſix villages do lye 1 
| Within this borough's liberty, pl 
i Of which, if I may gain belief, a 
| You ſhall be conſtable in chief, 4 
| Both Pherce and Enope too © 


Muſt then pull off their caps to you; 
And when you think it worth the while, n 


May kiſs the girls of Cardamyle; 0 
With Pedaſus, whoſe ſtock of vines "1 
Make yearly a cart load of wines. 1 
Theſe, join'd with Hira and Epea, { 
And ſpecial fields about Anthea, 1 
All ſtretch along the ſalt ſea beach, = 
And very near to Pylos reach, 1 
Where bulls, and cows, and oxen roar, ut 
And men and women drink and whore, 
And where they ſtill continue whoring, n 
In ſpite of ſquinting Weſtley's roaring f 
Altho' he deals to ev'ry ſtation Jl 
Such thumping doſes of damnation, +7 
You'd ſwear he had a patent got e a 


(As folks have done for pills and ſhot) ut 
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hat none but Whitfield, he, and Grimſtone®, 
lay deal in burning pitch and brimſtone, 
dee what he offers to appeaſe you! 

he devil's in't if this don't pleaſe you, 
vr pray*rs the hardeſt thing relaxes ; 
lothing ſtands fixt but death and taxes, 
You ſee, Achilles, what he proffers, 
ud troth I thought 'em handſome offers: 
ut yet, if nothing now come of it, 
ind you prove deaf to fame and profit, 
[ou may depend this very ſtory 
Vill ſully all your former glory; 

or ev'ry mortal muſt conjecture, 

ou durſt not face that raſcal Hector, 

Tho, I am hopeful, kicks us now 

Unly to be rekick'd by you. 

Achilles anſwers : Surely this is 
rare long ſpeech, my friend Ulyſles 3 
Ind, in return, I'Il give you for't 
| ſpeech that may be long or ſhort, 

ult as it haps, but may I ſink, 

I'll ſpeak aught but what I think: 

ho”, if your friends expect to ſee 8 


* 


ſingle grain of help from me, 
ll 'em they're bit confoundedly. 


This Grimſtone is a preaching ſhoemaker, and as 
e a fellow as either of the other two brimſtone mer- 


nts, but leſs known becauſe he is confined to a 
al circle in the country, 


For when a brave man tumbles down, 
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Who one thing ſpeaks and thinks another, 
Il damn him were he twice my brother: 
Therefore whatever they've deſign'd, 
Will hardly make me change my mind, 
On their account I've ta'en great pains 
For little thanks, and leſſer gains, 

But on a bible book I've ſwore 

Never to do ſo any more, 

A **, or a Byng you'll ſtand by, 
Rather than Monckton, Hawke, or Granh 


You'll help a ſcoundrel up as ſoon. 
Pray what the devil have I got 


For all the rogues I've ſent to rot? ] 
Juſt like that careful bird the tit, | 
Who never taſtes a ſingle bit, [ 
But faſts *till ſhe has try'd and try'd B 
If ev'ry tit is ſatisfy'd. | 

Such pains for thankleſs Greece [I've taken 
And forty times have ſav'd their bacon; M 
Kept all their loving ſpouſes plackets A: 
From being trim'd by Trojan jackets ; W 
Watch'd all the night in heavy buff, M 
And all the day had work enough ; M. 
Twelve country villages I plunder'd, By 


And ſhould, if there had been a hundred. 
That thick-ſkulPd whelp,yourGen'ral Bun 
Came in, as uſual, for the plunder, 
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And ev'ry pan and kettle got, 

Except one lowſey porridge pot, 

And one fat wench, ſo rarely fed, 

Her cheeks as well as hair were red. 
My men that fought, and won the ſtake, 
Like thoſe that did th* Havannah take, 
Receiv'd from this great chief of Greece 
Bout twelve or fifteen pence apiece 

He likewiſe gave, with much ado, 

A little to the captains too, 

But not ſo much, by far, as will 

Pay half their ſneaking taylor's bill; 
The reſt, like * * # ®, he ſent 

To his own hoard; yet, not content, 
His idle hours he could not paſs 

Without my carrot-pated laſs, 

Let him the buxom dame enjoy; 

But what's our quarrel then with Troy * ? 
| think, my friends, If I am right, 

Ken oil 'Tis only for a whore ye fight: 

3 Muſt Atreus' ſons all wenches ſeize, 

And trim 'em when and where they pleaſe; 
Whilſt we, who all their prizes won, 
Muft thank em for a butter'd bun? 
Mean ſneaking ſcrubs may go on ſtill, 
But, ſeal my day-lights, if I will; 
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A heart that's made of ſtandard bullion 
Will love his wench, altho' a ſcullion: 
Nay, tho' he takes a rag-mop ſqeezer, 
He ought to do his beſt to pleaſe her. 

I lov'd the wench, and, on my life, 

Us'd her as tho' ſhe'd been my wife; 
But, once deceiv'd, I tell you plain 

PII never truſt a king again. 

He's wrong'd me in the deareſt part, 
And from my ſoull — d dn his heart, 
This is my mind; to mend the job 

Let him conſult your wiſer nob : 

Where you can't lend a helping hand, 
The devil would be at a ſtand; 

But why the pox ſhould he want me, 
When I ſuch mighty works can ſee ? 
With wond'rous ramparts and a trench 
Surely his engineers were French. 
'The Greeks could never raiſe ſuch works; 
They'd baffle a whole hoſt of Turks; 
And yet he fears, as I conjecture, 

They cannot keep out ſwagg'ring Hector. 
When I along with Ajax ſteer'd, 

Then no ſuch bullying works appear'd. 
Theſe fighting Trojans from their wall 
Pop'd up their heads, and that was all. 
The mighty Hector ventur'd once 
Without the gates, but ſav'd his ſconce 
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By running back into th town, 

Or, by my ſoul, I'd crack'd his crown 

And had I tarry'd on the plain 

He'd never ventur'd out again. 

Now we no more ſhall think of fighting, 

But ſoon as th' morning brings ſome light in, 

| If we can catch a leading gale, 

You'll ſpy my lighters under fail, 

And the third day, by three o'clock, 

Don't fear to reach to Puddle Dock ; 

Where there's no doubt but we ſhall find 

The heaps of goods I left behind, 

Hugh iron pots, and one braſs kettle, 

And twenty ſaucepans of mixt metal: 

To theſe I'll add what I got here, 

Earn'd by my labour plaguey dear, 

With all my ſquare-ſtern'd thumping jades, 

By people here call'd country maids, 

I lik'd but one above them all, 

And that your ſcoundrel gen'ral ſtole, 

Then tell him thus, and do not fear ye 

To ſpeak that all the Greeks may hear ye, 

And then they'll know their mighty chiet 

Is worſe than any Newgate thief, 

For, by my ſoul, the raſcal ſtudies 

Only to make ye ſlaves and noddies; 

Keep you but honeſt, and I'm ſure 

That ſcound'rel dog will keep you poor: 
2 
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Tho' with his countenance of braſs p 
He dare not let me ſee his face, 0 
For if he does, by g—— d I'll fell him, i 
And that, Ulyſſes, you may tell him : p 
And add, The man that ſcorns to fear him . 
Will neither fight nor council near him, * 
Let the poor dog, ſince Jove deprives him MW 
Of ſenſe, run where the devil drives him. N 
Once he deceiv'd me, let that paſs, _ 
But if again, pray who's the aſs ? lk 


From ſneaking raſcals, made of lies, 
All gifts and offers I deſpiſe. . 
Nay, tho' he promis'd me the whole p. 
His rog'ry has from others ſtole, | 
I'd rather ſtand to ſee him undone 

Than have the running caſh of London, 
Whoſe money, judg'd by what they ſpend, 
Can ſurely never have an end; 

Yet could the ſneaking ſcound'rel aſk all x7 
That running cath for me, the raſcal 

Shall ne'er have my aſſiſtance, d—n me, 


Nor any chance again to flam me: Je 
Nor ſhall his daughter ever be, Vh 
On any terms a wife for me. le; 
Tho' ſhe were all in di'monds dreſt, 0 
And had of things the very beſt, ad 


Yet rather than with him agree, 


The ſecond- beſt ſhall ſerve for me; 


"Ig 
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For I'm reſolv'd to ſow no ſeed 

On ſuch bad ground: I hate the breed, 
When I go home, if god ſpare life, 

I'll get my dad to chuſe a wife: 


IMy back and parts, I'm pretty certain, 


Will recommend me to a fortune; 


There's ſcarce a girl in Theſlaly 


But will be glad to jump at me: 
With one of theſe PII fit and prate, 
And plow and ſow my own eſtate ; 


Improve my reading and my writing, 


And leave to fools and madmen fighting. 
Pray of what uſe is all our gain, 
If once we are in battle ſlain ? 
Not the beſt ale that e'er was drank, 
Nor all the money in the Bank, 
Not Child's great cheſt, with all that's in it, 
Vill ſave your life a ſingle minute. 
Ve may recover money loſt, 
r naggs when ſtole, on paying coſt ; 
But if your breath you once let ſlip, 
d Nick has got you on the hip, 
Tho never yet a finger let 
ſcape, when once within his net, 
xcept a great muſician *, who 
lade ſuch a noiſe, he let him go; 


* Orpheus, 
F 3 
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The devil ſoon would fend him back; 


Seek your own homes without delay, 
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Which gave old Handel + room to crack, 


But, as we've never ſeen him yet, 

Tis ten to one th' old fellow?'s bit. 
Long ſince a gypſie told my fortune, 
That I ſhould be demoliſh'd certain. 

If I ſtay here, my life *twill curtail, 

But then my fame will be immortal: 
Ballads in print will ipread my fame, 
And ballad-fingers roar my name, 

If I go home, I change my fate, 

And ſpin out life a longer date; 

Like country 'iquires lay warm and ſnug, 
And ſnore a hundred years incog, 

This courſe, my friend, will I purſue, 
And fo, it you are wiſe, will you; — 


Nor longer here for dry blows ſtay: 

For Jove, I'll fpeak it to his face, 
Defends this whoring Trojan race, 
Heartens them on our boats to plunder, 
But ſcares our ſhabby rogues with thunder, 
And now I've told you all my mind, 
Pray let your loggerheads be join'd 

In conſultation how to *ſcape 

Your preſent moſt unlucky ſcrape, 


An 


+ Handel, to make as much noiſe as poſſible, in- And 
troduced cannon mto a concert, 
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One ſtring has ſnapt, and more will do't, 

Before Achilles buckles to't. 

This is the anſwer you may carry, 

do go, but let old Phoenix tarry ; 

think that he {hould have a tomb, 

To lay his grizzle beard at home, 

Tho', notwithitanding all | ſay, 

Himſelf ſhall chuſe to go or ſtay. 
This ſpeech of ſpeeches ending here, 

Made the three noble col'ne!s {tare : 

When Phoenix roſe, but firſt he cry'd, 

And blubb'ring thus with ſobs reply'd, 

(Tho' his old pipe was grown ſo weak, 

He did not ſeem to talk but ſqueak) ; 
O, great Achilles! wilt thou fly, 

And leave the Greeks like rats to die ? 

If thou in wrath depart'ſt away, 

How ſhall thy old ſchoolmaſter ſtay ? 

When thy good daddy Peleus ſent 

Thee firſt to join thy regiment, 

And bid thee ſtay upon condition 

bought the very firſt commiſſion, 

(For, to our ſcandal be it told, 

Commiſſions are both bought and ſold) 

He ſent me with thee, that I might 

Teach thee to bully, whore, and fight, 

His plan I always did purſue, 

And flux me if I leave you now, 
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Not if the gods, to tell you plain, 
Would grind my old bones young again, 
Such as I was, when thrice a week 

I made the Grecian virgins ſqueak. 
My dad fo old, he ſcarce could move, 
Yet with a pox muſt fall in love. 

My mam, beg'd hard that I'd outwit him; 
I did, and got the girl, ſo bit him: 

But the old Heathen curſt and ſwore 
That he would never ſee me more; 
And pray'd, whilſt paſſion rul'd his brain, 
That I might never ſtand again: 

And ſure I am, as you are there, 

The devil help'd his wicked pray'r. 

I was damn'd angry, you may iwear, 

to tind myſelf fo very queer, 

And thought, ſo prone are we to evil, 
Jo fend th” old raſcal to the devil; 

But ſome kind goblin ſtaid that thought, 
So all my anger came to nought, 

Then I would fly ; aye, that I would, 
Let all my friends do what they could. 
Nine ſuns they watch'd me night and day; 
On the tenth eve I ran away 
With a blind tinker, whoſe good metal 
Had mended many a crazy kettle ; 

But grown unable now to trudge it, 


As formerly, I bore his budget; 


þ 
* 
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And thus with eighteen-pence a- piece, 
We took our travels through all Greece, 
Many a merry day we paſt, 
And weather'd many a bitter blaſt, 
But reach'd your father's farm at laſt. 
Who did to ſtay with him perſuade me, 
And dry nurſe to his fon he made me; 
Gave me a ſal'ry for my keeping, 
And an old cottage houſe to ſleep in. 
Finding I had a taſte to rule, 
He made me maſtcr of a ſchool, 
To teach, as I could do it well, 
The Dolopean boys to ſpell. . 
My gratitude to him I paid . 
By making thee ſo fine a lad. 
Tho”. you cut ſuch a puff, d'ye fee, . 
You had been nothing but for me. 
That I my time could ne'er employ 
On a more hopeful loving boy 
Is very true, and this I'll ſay, 
It gave me pleaſure ev'ry day 
To hear the little varlet mutter, 
Unleſs I cut his bread and butter, 
Often upon my knee he'd doſe, 
And puke his milk upon my cloathe, 
Which I rubb'd off as ſoon as done, 
As if the lad had been my ſon, 

T4 
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I thought, or may the dry pox rot me, 
The devil had at laſt forgot me, 

And, ſpite of my old father's curſe, 

I was thy dad, and not thy nurſe. 

You'll hardly think the joy I had 

In rearing fuch a hopeful lad, 

Come, don't be croſs, but dry our tears, 
A valiant heart no malice bears, 

When man repents, and turns from evils, 
He moves all hearts except the devil's. 
The wicked Jews themſelves once ſent 
Such pray'rs as made their god repent. 
Our pray'rs are flow, becauſe they're lame, 
For which our churchmen are to blame, 
Who might have taught us to repeat 
Pray'rs with much better legs and feet : 
Howe'er they make a ſhift to follow 
Injuſtice with a whoop and hollow. 
Altho” this fiery headlong madam, 
Injuſtice, mongſt the ſons of Adam, 
Makes curſed work, yet pray'rs can heal 
The michiefs that ſhe makes them feel: 
And he that won't their voices hear, 
Jove often makes him pay full dear - 
For then at private man or king 

He lets injuſtice take her ſwing, 

And, that no mortal may reſiſt her, 
Lends her a lawyer to aſſiſt her, 
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Then ceaſe, my boy, to curſe and ſwear, 
And hear our lamentable pray'r. 
Had not the gen'ral made ſubmiſſion, 
May I be ſous'd to all perdition, 
If I'd have ſpoke a ſingle ſentence, 
In hopes to bring thee to repentance 3 
For, had not fortune, ever fickle, 
| Now left him in a ſtinking pickle, 
Not twenty guineas, I aſſure you, | 
Should make me plead againſt your fury ; 
But, ſince he offers you ſo fairly, 
And decks his preſents out ſo rarely, | 
And ſince theſe curious things, d'ye ſee, 
Are ſent by no leſs man than me, 
I would not have you ſhun the offer, 
You'll ne'er refuſe a better proffer ; 
And, left you fail to nick the joint, 
Pl] juſt relate a caſe in point: 

Upon a ſteep and rocky mountain 
Stands Calydon, beſide a fountain. 
Th' Xtolians ſtrove to take the rock, 
And warded many a bitter knock 
From the Curetians : thus they hourly 
Kept baſting one another purel-, 
'Twas Cynthia's doing all ; but whether 
dhe ſet 'em by the ears together 
For cheating her of ſome good ſuppers, 
Or bumping one anoth«.'s cruppers, 
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Like Sodom's fons, I can't I vow 
Explain that matter clearly now; 

But ſomething ſet her lo agig, 

She ſent a monſtrous great he pig, 

That ſwallow'd ev'ry thing he found 
Either above or under ground, 

Tore their potatoes up by th' roots, 

And all their apple-trees to boots, 

And made no bones of ſheep or geeſe, 
But ſwallow'd feathers, horns, and fleece. 
This pig, no matter whither 'twas bred, 
One Meleager knock'd oth' head; 

Then all the bumpkins round came in, 
And box'd like devils for the ſkin, 

The bold Curetes, who had fully 
Reſolv'd to baſte this kill-pig bully, 


Got rarely nointed ; then he ſwore 


A damn'd great oath he fight no more, 0 
But go and lead a quiet life Far 
With dame Alcyone his wife. dic 
Idas, her father, tho' a civil er 


And well-bred man, would fight the devil, Th. 
Marpaſa was her mother's name, Anc 
A handſome jolly country dame. 
Now that trim ſinging rogue Apollo 
This Idas' handſome wife did follow; 
And one dark foggy night, when all 
The family were out of call, 
Jumbl'd her up againſt a wall. 
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Finding no help was nigh her, ſhe 

For that time took it patiently ; 

But, becauſe Idas did not chuſe 

To be a quiet Cheapſide ſpouſe, 
And let him round his frechold range, 
To do his buſineſs whilſt at Change; 
I mean the buſineſs of his wife; 
He plagu'd poor Idas all his life : 
Very fine principles, you'll ſay, 
Their godſhips had that time o' day; 
For, bad as we are all, 'tis true 
They're thought vile rogues that do ſo no. 
But Alethea, tho' his mother, 
Becauſe he chanc'd to kill her brother, 
Vith curſing ſuch a noiſe did keep, 
he would not let the poor man ſleep ; 
Legions of fiends her curſes drew; 

he curs'd *till all the ground look'd blue. 
partly with ſcream, and partly yell, 
dne made them hear as far as hell. 

er curſes gave him ſuch à diz'neſs, 
They made him quite neglect his bus'neſs, 
nd ſpend his mornings, noons, and nights, 
t Mother Welche's, or at White's, 

tolia, woefully oppreſs'd, 
ind to the laſt degree diſtreſs'd 
dy foes all round, intreat his aid, 

nd ſent a ſwinging long parade 
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Of aldermanic wigs and gowns, 
Collected from the neighb'ring towns 
And, for a wonder, he that lead 

This ſweeping train, had got a head. 
They begg'd he'd come, with piteous tones, 
And break their adverſaries bones, 

And would he prove a good peace-maker, 
They'd freely give him fifty acre 

Of as brave land as ever bore 

A pile of graſs, or crow flew o'er, 

His father came and made a bow, 

And all his ſiſters curt'ſy'd too. 

The curſing dame before him ſtood ; 
But as for her he d d her blood, 

As any man of ſpirit would, 

His wife came laſt, and rub'd her eye, 
Then tun'd her pipe, and join'd the cry; 
Told him, if he won't come away, 
The devil ſoon mult be to pay; 

So faſt, ſays ſhe, the ruin ſpreads, 
There ſoon muſt be a ſmaſh of heads; 
For when the men's hard heads are ſmack'd, 
The maiden-heads will ſoon be crack'd, 
And all the virgins in the town 

Expect they ſhall be raviſn'd ſoon; 

If therefore you'll this time preſerve 'em, 
Another time they'll let you ſerve em. 
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At this he took a ſtick, and ſoon 
Broke all their bones, and ſav'd the town; 


| But 'cauſe his coming was ſo tardy, 


Theſe ſame Etolians grew fo hardy, 
(Altho' he ſav'd both prieſt and church) 
To leave their Saviour in the lurch; 
Juſt as the biſhops left their maker, 
And ſhun'd the paſſage through Long Acre, 
Tis dang'rous, crys each wary chap, 
To venture through the Devil's Gap, 
The houſes on both ſides are all 
So old, that like the Duke they'll fall, 
And cruth, perhaps, each reverend ſot 
That runs where nothing's to be got; 
And Satan, always on the watch 
The ſons of any church to catch, 
Dines rarely when his cook can diſh up 
A rev'rend brawney well-fed biſhop. 

But to return: From this great {trait 
Pray help us e're it be too late; 
Your arm will ſtand us in no ſtead 
After we all are knock'd o' th' head, 
Aſſiſt us therefore e're we faint, 
And you ſhall be a popiſh ſaint. 
Ill aſk the pope, if he knows where 
To find a day from faintſhip clear; 
Should there be none, I'm ſure he'll make 
dome ſhift or other for your ſake ; 
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If you will only help us now, 

There's not a rogue in all the crew 

But he'll kick out to put in you. 
Achilles then returns this anſwer; 

My ever honour'd nurſe and grandſire, 

You know I'm us'd to make a ſhift, 

And therefore want no bribe or gift. oa 

If Jove and I are cater cozens, 

The Greeks may hang themſelves by dozens, 

If he thinks fit I here ſhould lag 

As long as I a toe can wag, 

Pl go wherever he ſhall lug me, 

But your old pate ſhall ne'er humbug me; 20 

Therefore no more attempt to bubble Roter 

Your loving friend, and give him trouble 

For ſuch a rogue as Agamemnon 

If Greece is quiet I'll give them none. 

I little thought, old friend, not I, 

You could for ſuch a raſcal cry. 

Whether ſmall beer or ale we drink, For ne 

My friend like me ſhould always think Vith 

In this 'tis honeſt to collogue 


To hate a dirty ſneaking rogue: No pi 
'The very fellow that would do ou ſe 
Miſchief to me, would hamſtring you; «1h 
Becauſe when Peleus dies, you know, hould 
Half of my farm I've promis'd you: ll th 
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herefore let Ajax and Ulyſles 

50 tell their ſpithre gen'ral this is 
My firm reſolves ;---At break of day 
Ve'll either go, or elſe we'll ſtay. 

hen orders, as theſe words he ſaid, 
pan of coals for Phoenix” bed. 

Now, you muſt know, this fine oration 
Put Ajax in a bitter paſſion, 

Tho grumbling ſaid to fly Ulyſſes, 
mighty pretty buſineſs this is; 

Ve're ſent by our wiſe- looking owls, 
nly to make us April fools, 
ee what we've got for all our pain! 
Rot me if e'er I'Il cringe again. 
Vere we to ſtay 'till doomſday for him, 
No ſpeech that we can make will ſtir him; 
herecore 'tis proper we ſhould go, 
Vhether they like his words or no, 
nd tell our friends his ſcornful ſpeech, 
For now I'm pretty ſure that each, 
Vich great concern, this foggy morn, 
ure gaping hard for our return. 
No pray*rs can bring him to repentance z 
ou ſee he huffs his old acquaintance ; 
et ſhould it happen, any other 
ould in a ſquabble loſe a brother, 
the amends that's in our power 
e made, and people aſk no more, 
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A father if he loſe a ſon, 
As very oft, God knows, is done; 
If the damn'd rogue who did the deed 
Chance to be rich enough to bleed 
A good round ſum, he's quickly freed, 
The hardeſt hearts but thine relent ; 
And money makes a judge repent: 
But Jove has cas'd thy heart in ſteel, 
So poliſh'd, that it cannot feel. 
One wench was ſtole, I own, but he 
Will ſeven give as plump as ſte, 
And plumper too, for all theſe wenches 
Have broader buttocks by ſome inches. 
Come then, and be of better temper, 
And don't be croſs and ſulky ſemper ; 
Elſe we ſhall ſay you give a bit 
Of roaſt, and baſte us with the ſpit, 
Which will on us be plaguey hard, 
Becauſe we all fo much regard 
Your character, that when of you 
Folks tell damn'd lies, as oft' they do, 
We never fail to crack their crown, 
Or knock the ſawcy ſcoundrels down, 
A rare ſhort method, I found out 
To finiſh any long diſpute. 

Achilles thus : Well haſt thou ſpoke, 


My much- reſpected bully rock, 


i 
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lothing on earth could pleaſe me worſe 
Than to refuſe my good old nurſe; 

ut when that fellow's name I hear, 

bite of my guts, my tongue will ſwear z 
» much the raſcal does provoke me, 

ly paſſion riſes fit to choak me, 

Ind would, but that we Grecians are 

ich ſons of freedom that we dare, 

I hank God, both damn, and curſe, and 
ſwear, 

The uſage I have had much worſe is 

Than Oxford ſcholars uſe hack horſes, 
heated, becauſe he choſe to do it: 

Hy comfort is, he lives to rue it. 

Then tell him this my reſolution, 

ly ſtaff ſhall do no execution 

ill Hector and his roaring crew 

all beat your ſides all black and blue 
Vhen all your boats in flames are crackling, 
11 ſtir to ſave my own old tackling ; 

nd whilſt with joy the Trojan chuckles, 
lt then I'll make him feel my knuckles, 
it this he put the mug about, 

ind beg'd they'd ſee the liquor out; 

[0 keep their ſouls from being dull, 

ch took a pretty hearty pull; 

nen ſwaſh'd the leavings of that round 
or a libation on the ground: 
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A method I have heard folks ſay 

Our chairmen uſe to this good day. 

This done, they made a bow and went 
Full ſpecd to find the gen'ral's tent. 

In the mean time a ſtrapping jade, 
Achilles call'd his charaber-maid, 

Spread on the ground for this old ſmner 
Some ſheep- ſkins borrow'd from a {kinner, 
Of blankets then ſhe brought a pair, 


Full of great holes, and quite thrcad-bare 


But yet they were, tho” bitter bad, 

The very beſt Achilles had; 

Howe'er to keep th' old Grecian ſnug, 
From her own bed ihe ſpar'd a rug, 
With duſt, and greaſe, and ſweat ſo full, 
It kept th' old foul as warm as wool : 
For he, in leſs than half an howr, 
Began to to crack, and ſnort, and ſnore 
So loud, I'll take my oath the ſound 
Was heard at leaſt a ſurlong round: 
Achilles tho', for all his roaring, 

Kept the beſt room himſelf to ſnore in, 


Where {tripping off his cloaths with ſpeed he 


Whipp'd into bed to Diomede, 

A Yorkſhire girl, who mov'd fo tightly, 
It made Bryſeis' loſs fit lightly. 
Patroclus' bed was warm'd the laſt, 
And he his nights in pleaſure paſs'd 
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By a fair maiden's fide call'd Iphis; 

Where no ſuch jars as with a wife is, 

This girl was well content to ſhare it, 

And took it juſt as he could ſpare it 

For early in a morn ſhe never 

Cry'd, Lord, my dear, you'll ſleep for ever, 

Now Ajax and Ulyſles put 

The beſt leg forward to the hut, 

Where the old ſoakers ſtill kept drinking 

To drown all care; care comes by thinking. 

Each man with glaſs in hand they found, 
Standing to drink one bumper round; 

One bumper more to crown the reſt, 

In Engliſh call'd the very beſt ; 

But, tho' the meaning is the ſame, 

la Greek it bears another name: 

| think my maſter, Doctor Buſby, 

Us'd to pronounce it poliofluſby. 

reat Agamemnon *ſpy'd *em coming, 

and bid 'em ſpeak, and not ſtand humming, 
Why then, in ſhort, replies Ulyſles, 

A prouder fellow hardly piſſes 

Lian that Achilles where you ſent us : 

Kot me if any good is meant us 

From him or his: he mocks our fears; 

he more we pray, the more he ſwears. ' 

ou told him once you did not want him 


And, fink my ſoul, if I will grant him, 
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Says he, a ſingle grain of help, ( 
A noiſy, brawling, wrangling whelp. 5 
What need he my aſſiſtance, pray, 8 
Whoſe tongue can ſcold 'em all away, E 
To- morrow morn when up you get, 8 
You'll ſee my lighter's main- ſail ſet; A 
And if you'll take a fool's advice, 


You'll follow without thinking twice A 
For Jove, I ſpeak it to his face, 80 
Defends this whoring Trojan race. Ti 
He'll fave theſe raſcals from a ſcouring, Ar 
Becauſe they like himſelf love whoring. n 
Theſe were his words, what more appear, Ha 
Both Ajax and the beadles heard ; An 
But Phoenix in his tent he keeps, Le 


Where for this night th' old fellow ſleeps; 1 
Tho' in the morn, he told us ſo, 

He'll give him leave to ſtay or go. 
Ulyſſes ceas'd, the congregation 
Seem'd in a dreadful conſternation ; 
Their eyes ſhew'd nothing but the whites, 
Like Weſley and his Culamites ; un 
A look of horror ſpread all o'er em, 


As if they ſaw hell-fire before 'em, 8 
And Satan with a ſable pack my 
Of long-tail'd devils at their back, cl 
When up the bold Tydides ſprung, q y 
DY 1 


And in a twinkling found his tongue; 
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(No ſtutt'ring orator would do, 
A nimble tongue was wanted now) 
So wild the Greeks began to ſtare, 
| He ſaw there was no time to ſpare, 
So ſprung up nimbly from his ſeat, 
And found at once his tongue and feet : 
Why ſhould we ſneak, and beg, and pray, | 
As if we had no other way! 
Some other method muſt be try'd ; 
This man will crack his guts with pride; 
And to proud puppies, I am clear, 
The more you pray, the more they ſwear, 
Have you not done, Sir, all you can do, 
And pray what more can Ferdinando ? 
Let his ungovern'd paſſion rule him, 
Till reaſon, or the devil cool him! 
et him in his damn'd trantrums fit, 
And run or fight as he thinks fit! 
Ve have it in our power to ſhew 
\e'll do as much as men can do; 
herefore, to put us in good plight 
kor battle, let's drink hard all night. 
hen drink about to drown all ſorrow, 
ighting will make us cool to-morrow, 
oon as the ſun the Welkin graces, 
ell find a ſun in all our faces: 
Ve'll make our phiz's ſhine ſo bright, 
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dy drinking punch and ale all night, 
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The god will ſtand amaz'd to think 
Such virtue lies in mortal drink; 
Nor ſhall he catch us faſt aſleep, 

But rang'd before the boats fix deep: 
And you, Atrides, in the front 

For once muſt ſtand and bear the brunt: 

For once, I ſay, we hope you'll do't, 

It is not oft we put you to't. 

This ſpeech produc'd a mighty ſhout, 
Whilſt he two bumpers fill'd about: 
They drank, then rolling on the floon, F 
Began like aldermen to ſnore, 
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F. N DIN that no Achilles comes, 
Poor Agamemnon bites his thumbs, 
And though his heavy eyes kept winking, 
He could not ſteal a nod for thinking 
How he from this unlucky ſcrape 
Might with his ragged rogues eſcape ; 
For as, ſays he, our woeful pickle 
Requires that ev'ry man ſhall flickle, 
Why ſhould my nob on ſchemes be poring, 
Whilft all the reſt like hogs are ſnoring ; 
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So up he gets, ſans more ado, 

And ſends the turbold Meneliu © 

To rouſe their comrades all, that whether 
To run or ſtay they might conſider. 

A council call'd, they ſend from thence 
Two ſpies to ſteal intelligence; 

And fleal they did, for by their prize, 


You'd ſwear he ſent two Yorkſhire ſpies, 


For after ſtealing ſcvral purſes, 
They ftale a ſpecial pair of horſes. 
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HE Greeks, tho' ſorely drubb'd all day, 

Aſleep before their ſcullers lay, 

All but poor Agamemnon, who 
Could only nod a ſpell or ſo. 

Sleep he could not for thinking how 

I' eſcape this fi'ry Trojan crew. 

As when a barrel of ſmall beer, 

No matter whether foul or clear, 
Begins to leak, drop follows drop 
As faſt as wanton ſchoolboys hop, 

So quick the hero ſobb'd and ſigh'd, 

And when he did not ſob he cry'd; 
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Then with a face of rueful length, 

He peep'd to ſpy the Trojan's ſtrength, 
When to his wond'rous great amaze, 
He ſaw a thouſand bonfires blaze, 

And heard ſo plain the Trojans fart, 
It vex'd his very guts and heart 

To think the rogues were got ſo near, 
That he their very farts could hear, 
Which ſound he hated full as much 

As Britons do the belching Dutch. 

In wrath he ſeiz'd his pye-bal'd hairs, 
And lugg'd his loggerhead to pray'rs, 
Grunting full ſore, in great diſpute 

To hang himſelf, or fight it out. 
Now whilſt theſe thoughts his noddle pefter, 
Tt popp'd into his head that Neſtor 
Might help him in this pinch to nick 
The Trojan culls, by ſome rogue's trick, 
Inſtant he wraps his body in 

A jacket made of lion's ſkin ; 

Then in a pair of ſlippers neat, 

He popp'd his royal dirty feet. 

His brother too the gripes had got 

So bad, he could not fleep a jot ; 
Becauſe theſe very Greeks which came 
To fetch away his light-heel'd dame, 
Were drawn into ſo bad a lay, 

They could not fetch themſelves away. 
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Je being but of ſmaller note, 

A leopard's ſkin made him a coat, 
Which on he ſlipt, with cuff and band, 
Then took a broomſtick in his hand; 
And that he might in ſafety paſs, 

He cas'd his jobbernoul in braſs: 

Thus fitted, in a doleful pother, 

He trudg'd to find his loving brother, 
And *wake the loon, but on the ſtrand 
He found him *waken'd to his hand. 
Cloſe by the ſtern of his old lighter 

He ſpy'd this famous Grecian fighter, 
Striving with all his might to tye 

A ruſty hanger to his thigh. 

The younger brother firſt begun : 
Why puts my bro. his dudgeon on ? 
Thinks he of ſending out ſome ſpy 
This dark and diſmal night, to try 
Whether the Trojans are aſleep, 

Or watch, like prudent fellows, keep ? 
But who the pox d'ye think will move 
This diſmal night? not I, by Jove. 
The hardeft rogue in Fielding's gang, 
At ſuch a taſk an a——e would hang. 

The king replies, My loving brother, 
To thee my fears what need I ſmother, 
When caſes, like our caſe, are bad, 
The beſt of council muſt be had, 
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| I wiſh to Chriſt thou couldſt get Norton, 
| Or, miſſing him, couldſt meet with Morton; 
| For Jove you ſee denics us help, 
| Put lends it to that Trojan whelp. 
| Veuid ever man believe that one 
Could ſmoke us all as he has done ? 
But yeſterdæy that bluit'ring ſcrub, 
What heaps of ſerjcants did he drub ! 
| Apollo, e're his light went out, 
Saw hew he kick'd us all about; 
And yet, like you and I, my brother, 
No cunning witch was this man's mother; 
| Nor eke no conjurer his father; 
Yet put his actions altogether, 
The unborn Greeks ſhall with him rotten, 
Who kili'd their dads-e're they were gotten : 
Don't ſtand a moment to conſider, 
But run and fend me Ajax hither ; 
Next haiten to Idomencus, 
And hurry him away to fee us. 
| To Neſtor I will go before ye; 
Perhaps he's telling ſome long ſtory, 
Such as at any time he'll make 
To keep the drunken watchmen 'wake; 
For that's his taſk to-night, and there, 
I'm ſure th' old cock will ſhew his care; 
But more eſpecially that entry 
| Where Merion and his ſon ſtand ſentry. 
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Thus ſpoke the king, and Menelau 
Replies: Pray, brother, when I go, 
And ſhall your orders ſafely carry, 
Muſt I return, or muſt I tarry ? 

Tarry, be ſure, replies the brother, 
We elſe ſhall iſs of one another; 
The night is rather thick than clear, 
And candies are exceffive dear: 

The very laſt half pound we bought 
You fetch'd yourſelf, and paid a groat; 
Deſides our lanthorns were, you know, 
All broke to ſhatters long ago, 

But we muſt ſhift without em now : 
What I would recommend to you, 

Is all our ragged rogues to chear ; 


Tell *em what whelps their fathers were. 


For us, ſince things ſo bad are got, 
We cen muſt work, or go to pot. 
Jove has decreed that man muſt labour, 
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Fen kings muſt ſometimes help their neigabour. 


In former times 'twas often done, 
But now as often let alone; 
Neceſlity has driv'n me to't, 
Or I'd be hang'd before I'd do't. 
At this each went their men to ſeek, 


The king ſoon found the queer old Greek, 
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Stretch'd in his hamock ſnug ; he found him 
With clubs, oak-ſticks, and broomſtaves round 
him. 

Like an old coachman, tho' unable 

| To drive, yet loves the ſmell o' th' ſtable, 

| Th' old firelock on his guard did keep 

A ſprite, call'd Fear, prevented ſleep ; 

| He lean'd his head upon his hand, 

| And call'd aloud, Plague on you, ſtand ! 

| Say who the pox are you that keep 

| Strolling about whilſt folks ſhould ſleep ? 

| Perhaps you're ſome poor hungry thief, 

Whoſe noſe has ſmelt my leg of beef; 

| If ſo, you've nos'd it mighty ſoon, 

*T was only bak'd this afternoon ; 

| Or do you haunt ſome other prey, 

| Or ſeek ſome ſentry run away 

Be who you will it would undo ye, 

If I ſhould make the moon ſhine thro? ye. 
Then Agamemnon thus replies: 

T'll tell thee all without diſguiſe ; 

And thou, in whom our nation glories 

| For telling Canterbury ſtorys, 

| Shalt hear a tale as lamentable 

As any thou thyſelf art able 

To find in all thy endleſs budget, 

With patience liſten then, and judge it: 
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For curſt ill fortune now aſtride is 
Acroſs the back of poor Atrides; 
And Jove reſolves, -tho' e'er ſo ſtout, 
With rubs and cuffs to wear him out, 
On my tir'd knees my liver rocks, 
My heart againſt my body knocks ; 
On fifty things I poring keep, 
But cannot get a wink of ſleep, 

And find myſelf ſo plaguy queer 

I can't be eaſy any where: 

For the poor Greeks I'm ſorely troubl'd, 
Becauſe by me they've been ſo bubbl'd: 
Now if thy cunning nob ſhould teem 
With any pretty likely ſcheme 

How to repair this Jaſt day's ſcrubbing, 
And ſave us ſuch another drubbing, 
Speak inſtantly ; a friend in need 

Is truely call'd a friend indeed. 

And then, old buff, we'll go together 


And cheer thoſe bucks who're watching whether 


Theſe damn'd infernal Trojan tartars 


May not by night beat up our quarters. 


Th old cock replies, I've often ſaid it, 
You muſt give Jove a little credit; 

He's ſometimes croſs, but altogether 

He beſt can rule both wind and weather, 
This Hector, tho he hector now, 
Another time what will he do ? 
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Should our Achilles come to fight him, 

I'll anſwer for it he'd b—— te him. 
Be that as't may, juſt here I ſtand 

Your humble ſervant at command : 

But let us ſummon for this bout 

Some other bucks to help us out; 

And to explain the matter fully, 

That canting lying raſcal Uly 

Will help us greatly with his cunning ; 
Then bold Oileus, fam'd for running; 
There's Meges too, a ſtrong-back'd whelp, 
With Diomed, will greatly help. 

But let ſome other ſpark, d'ye ſee, 

With nimbler heels than you or me, 

Run to the other end o' th' fleet, 

And call the conſtable of Crete. 


With bully Ajax, or ſome other, 


II rouſe that drowſy whelp your brother, 
And hear what lame excuſe he'll make 
For ſaoring when he ſhould awake. 
Now, as this war was of his brewing, 
He ought to do what you are doing, 
And of himſelf, have taken care 

In work as well as ſleep to ſhare; 

For at this dreadful pinch of pinches, 
We all are loft if one man flinches. 
To whom the king: Without diſpute 
You're often right, but now you're out. 
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My brother never takes the lead, 
Becauſe he knows that Pm the head; 
No man's more ready to obey, oo 
When his commander leads the way. | 
You blame him oft, which you are right 1n, 
For loving whoring more than fighting; 
But this hard pinch, if I muſt tell ye, 
Rumbl'd fo ſorely in his belly, 
He could not lay in bed, d'ye ſee, 
So een got up, and call'd on me; 
Then poſted forward with intention 
To rouſe the very whelps you mention: 
And whilit we idly here are prating, 
I hold a teſter they are waiting 
Where I a council bad them call, 
At th' alehouſe underneath the wall; 
There they may fit ſecure and ſnug ; 
The watchmen for a ſingle mug 
Will look ſo ſharp, you need nat fear em, 
The;'ll let no Trojan Rogues come near em. 
Zoc ks! ſays old Neſtor, by Apollo, 
If that's the caſe, we'll quickly follow: 
Il in a twinkling put my coat on; 
Such jobbs as theſe as ſoon as thought on 
Should be perſorm'd, ſo let's away 
And ſhew him we can both obey. 
With that his gummey eyes he wathes, 
And cas'd his legs ia ſpatterdaſhes ; 
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Then on his arms began to pull 

An old red waiſtcoat lin'd with wool ; 

And e're he left the tent he took 

A ſaplin of the tougheſt oak. 

Then thro? the drowſey croud he paſs'd, 

And call'd Ulyfles out in haſte. 

Ulyſſes ſtarting heard his voice, 

And ran to ſee who made ſuch noiſe. 
Old dad, ſays Ithacus, I'm ſorry 

To find your beard in ſuch a hurry. 


You muſt be in a woeful fright 
To wander out ſo late at night: 


Thoſe ſcoundrel rogues of reformation, 
The peſt of ours and ev'ry nation, 
Durſt hardly, tho? ſo vile a crew, 
Diſturb ſo grave a man as you. 

When Neſtor anſwers: Our bad ſtation 
Requires indeed a reformation : 
But tho' thy*cunning nob, Ulyſſes, 
To trace out knowledge ſeldom miſſes, 
In whatſoever ſhape ſhe dwells, 
As folks gueſs eggs by ſeeing ſhells : 
Yet now we lack, to mend what's paſt, 
Of wiſdom every grain thou haſt, 
For all the brains that god e' er gave us 
Muſt be employ'd this night to ſave us: 
We muſt reſolve before tis day 
Either to fight or run away 
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For if it ſhould be found, upon 
A conſultation, we muſt run, 
As I am fearful that's the caſe, 
The ſooner we jog off this place 
The better ; for when folks depart 
Incog. they alſo take good ſtart. 
The moment that Ulyſſes heard 
This ſpeech from honeſt grizzle-beard, 
He turn'd him ſhort, and in he went 
To fetch his potlid from his tent, 
Made of a flaming old coach-door, 
And therefore finely painted o'er ; 
Then join'd the noble captains twain, 
And trotted with them o'er the plain. 
| Quickly bold Diomed they found 
Beſide his tent upon the ground, 
With all his bloods and bucks around. 
In ſpite of fear they ſlept ſecure, 
A mile at leaſt you'd hear 'erff ſnore. 
Around the circle ſtood a row 
Of broomſtaves, ſtuck upright for ſhew ; 
On earth a cow's black hide was ſpread, 
Which ſerv'd to make this hero's bed, 
Who for his pillow roll'd a piece 
Of moth-eat tap'ſtry brought from Greece, 
Old Neſtor kick'd him with his foot 
To wake him, but could hardly dot. 
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Then with a thund'ring voice he cries, 


For god's ſake Diomed ariſe ; v 
How can you thus lie ſnoring here, T 
W hilt all your comrades funk for fear? & 
The Trojans upon yonder hill, 25 
Can leap our walls whene'er they will. Tt 

Tydides, in a mighty pother, det 
Pyf!'& one eye open, then the other ; | 
Then to old grey-beard *gan to ſwear, Jur 
D---n your old ſoul, what brought you here! Ih 
If *tis refolv'd no man ſhall ſleep, Aer 


But every buck on guard muſt keep, 
Send younger puppies to awake 'em, 
Your gouty legs can't undertake 'em; 
They fleep ſo ſound that you muſt kick 'em, 
Or take a corking pin to prick 'em. 
Neſtor replies: My friend, d'ye ſee, 
I thank you fog your care of me. 
I might have ſent an aid-de-camp, 
(You know the cheſt allows me one) 
Or given orders to my ſon; 
But things are now ſo bad we muſt 
No mortals but our own ſelves truſt ; 
So ſtrangely are we out of joint, 
Each man ftands on a needle's point, 
And thereſore each in this diſaſter, 
Muſt ſhew himſelf a ballance-n:aſter, 
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Like Pruſſia's king, for now or never 
We ſtand, or tumble down for ever. 
Yet as you think I am too old 

To trudge about in nights ſo cold, 

do ſoon as thou haſt got thee dreſt, 

Go thou, my boy, and rowſe the reſt : 
Thy nimble heels may uſeful be ; 
Serving the ſtate is ſerving me. 

He ſaid; when lo! the valiant knight 
Jump'd from his cow-ſkin bolt upright ; 
Then with a wooden ſkewer did pin 
\croſs his back a lion's ſkin, | 
Vhich he had plunder'd in great wrath 
From an old lion ſtarv'd to death; 

[hen graſp'd a cudgel in his hand, 

nd ſcowr'd away along the ſtrand, 
bold Meges ears he firſt did ſhake, 
hen kick'd the leſſer Ajax wake; 

uſt gave 'em time to don their ſhoes, 
ind hy'd to th' place of rendevouz, 
penny pot-houſe, known by all, 

nd by 'em call'd th' Hole i' th' wall: 
Ind now they all approach'd the gate 
| here twenty ragged ſentries ſat; 
harp look-out the knaves did keep, 
tar would not let them fall aſleep. 
nus have I ſeen, if right J judge it, 
cur-dog guard a tinker's budget. 
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The thief to ſteal the budget tries, 
Yet cannot gain the weighty prize; 
Turn as he may, do what he will, 
The mongrel guards the budget ſtill: 
Juſt ſo theſe loons at ev'ry ſound: 
Would whip their eyes and ears around; 


E1 
It made the better half beſh——e em. 
J 


Tho' the leaſt noiſe did fo affright em, 
Old Neſtor joy'd to find em wake, 
And each man by the hand did ſhake, F 


Tho? had his noſe been worth the keeping, 
He ſoon had ſmelt what bar'd their ſleeping ; WM » 
However, at his uſual rate, D 
The good old ſoul began to prate, W 
My boys, ſays he, if thus you watch, T 
Theſe Trojan rogues will meet their match; Ml 0, 
But if you flack your hands a jot, 
P11 venture to be hang'd or ſhot 
If ev'ry ſoul don't go to pot. 
Juſt as he ſpoke this queer old bitch 
Gave a great jump acroſs the ditch; 
His comrades follow'd on a heap, 
Some ſtraddl'd o'er, but moſt did leap, 
All but great Ajax, ſlow and ſtout, 
He tumbl'd in, then rumbl'd out: 
Laſt Merion came in mighty fuſs, 


Join'd with that whelp Antilochus. 


HOME R's ILIAD. 137 


A place they found, which all that day 
Had ſhar'd but little cudgel play, 
The very ſpot where Mrs. Night 
Stop'd bully Hector in the fight; 
And had he not been ſo o'er taken, 
Nought could have ſav'd the Grecians' bacon z 
| No other ſpot on all the plains 
Was free from blood, and mud, and brains, 
| Here they ſat down, when Neſtor's tongue 
Its uſual clack began to run: 
Is there, ſays he, an heart of oak 
Mongſt us, is there a bully rock 
Dares ſteal into the Trojan camp, 
Without the aid of link or lamp, 
To ſeize ſome ſtragler in the dark, 
Or liſten, and their council mark, 
Whether they mean our boats t' attack, 
Or to their village haſten back. 
This could he learn, and tell our peers, 
And ſafe return with both his ears, 
What an amazing ſhare of glory 
Would fall to him in future ſtory, 
When good old wives ſhall tell the tale 
Oer roaſted eggs and butter'd ale: 
beſide his country would beſtow 
A ſcore of ſhillings, if not two; 
And when our chiefs their mutton rcaſt 
lis ſhare would always be the melt, 
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Struck ſpeechleſs by the goddeſs Fear, J 
The captains look'd confounded queer, / 
All but the bold T'ydides, who 
Braw!s out, Why I myſelf will go 
'Thro? all the Trojan camp, and try 
What weighty matters I can 'ſpy. 
Within my breaft a ſpirit lies 
That tells me I ſhail gain ſome prize; 
Not ſuch a ſpright as moves the quaker, 
When he turns carnal undertaker ; 

This is a knowing honeſt ſpright, 

As true as highland ſecond ſight. 

But tho' I'm not afraid, yet mind me 

A truſty comrade you muſt find me, 

As ev'ry man of ſenſe will own 

Two heads are better far than one: 

For when two men ſtand back to back 
They ſpy all matters in a crack; 
What's right a-head * I need but mind, 
My friend lopks ſharp to all bebind : 
Then if we fall into a ſcrape, 

One helps the other to eſcape. 

When one poor thief goes out and ſteals, 
I've known him run like twenty de'els, 
With nought but conſcience at his heels; 
But when there” s two, we know for certain 
The ſcoundrels do each other hearten. 


* A ſea term for right forward. 
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If that's the caſe with thieves, we then 
{re ſure twill do for honeſt men. 

The moment this harangue was done, 
Up jump'd the captains every one; 
For as one man was only wanted, 
That each would 'ſcape they took for granted, 
[li go ſays bully Ajax, d — n me, | 
And I, ſays little Ajax, flamm me; 
Crys Merion I will go for one, 
And I, quoth chatt'ring Neſtor's ſon, 
At which the cuckold Menelau : 
Took heart of grace, and ſwore he'd go; 
Ulyſſes ſaw, by what was done, | 
The odds would be full five to one 
He did not go, ſo boldy cries, 
ll take my chance, boys, ſmite my eyes; 
When thus great Agamemnon bellows, 
Now, by my ſoul, you're clever fellows; 
But the bold-hearted Diom. 'muſt : 
Point out the man he beſt can truſt ; - - 
Therefore, ſans favour and affection, - 
Take thou, my boy, thy own eleCtion ; 
'Twixt man and man pay thou no def rence, 
Nor give to any lord the pref*rence, 
Unleſs it ſuit thy own accord, 
Not merely *cauſe he is a lord : 
For you, as well as T, can ſcan 
Kibbands and ſtars don't make a man. 
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The gen'ral thus his fears did ſmother, 
Leſt he ſhould chuſe his loving brother. 
Then thus ſays Diomed the Steady, 

n My Lord, I've made my choice already; 
Nor think my judgment much amiſs is, 
When I declare I chuſe Ulyſles. 
That I have courage, I am told, 
But then he's wiſe as well as bold; 
His crafty nob will ever be 
A ſcare-crow to his enemy : 
Guided by ſuch a cunning elf, 
I'll face the muckle de'el himſelf, 
Ulyſſes cries, My friend, huſh? huſh! 
You'd make a modeſt fellow bluſh ; 
None but a courtier, or his Grace, 
Can bear ſuch praiſing to his face; 
But whilſt we chatter thus and prate, 
We never dream it grows ſo late: 
White ſtreaks the bluiſh ſky do wrinkle, 
And the north ſtar begins to twinkle. 
If any thing we think of doing, 
Its time, by Jove, we ſhould be going. 
No ſooner was it ſaid than done: 
They whipp'd their greaſy buff- coats on: 
When Thraſymed, a man of note, 
A potlid and a hanger brought, 
Which he the varlet Diom. lent ; 
Then for an old church bucket ſent, 
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ith dirt and mouldy greaſe o'erſpread : 
his ſerv'd to caſe his leather head, 
lyſſes next was fitted out, 

ith an old hanger for this bout; 

hen Merion, that he nought might lack, 
ng him a bow upon his back; 

u then, to guard his paper ſkull, 

t him a cap well-lin'd with wool, 

ich was made wond'rous fine before 

ith two grim tuſhes of a boar. 

s ſcull- cap, tho' not worth a louſe 

ſtole by one Antolychus 

m rich Amyntor, and the knave 

prize to Amphidamus gave 

Molus, Amphidamus lent it, 

he to valiant Merion ſent it ; 

lerion it was given now = 

ward this ſly old ſoaker's brow. 

itted out, no leave they take, 

cower away through buſh and brake 3 
n up before their noſes flew 

uwe call an heron- ſue; 

twas ſo dark they could not ſpy 

bird it was by th' naked eye; 

ho to you it odd may ſeem, 

knew her when they heard her ſcream; 
„ who was glad to ſtart up 

theme to keep his heart up, 
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Swore that it was a lucky ſign, 
Becauſe to th right ſhe took a twine; 
Then, to give weight to what he's ſaying, 
The cunning raſcal falls a praying, 
And like a canting knave in town, 
Cock'd one eye up and Yother down. 
Daughter, ſays he, of thund'ring Jove, 
Who holds you all in awe above, 
(For did he not the ſcales keep even, 
You'd out o th' windows throw all heaven) 
Thou who. haſt aided my eſcape, 
From many a bitter bang and ſcrape, 
Aſſiſt us, whulſt this night we roam, 
To ſteal and carry ſomething home ! 
That Trojans yet unborn may rue 
The loſs of goods they never knew. 
Then Diomed began to pray, 
But ſpoke juſt as a man may ſay: 
Daughter or Jove, began he too, 
I've as preat right to pray to you 
As this ſame canting rogue Ulyſſes, 
Who, I've a notion, never miſſes 
To pray for aught that he may want, 
Becauſe you ſeldom fail to grant; 
nd therefore as he leads the way, 
I'll try a ipell how I can pray, 
Tho' being us'd ſo little to't, 
I ſhall be damy'd hard ſwitch'd to dot; eng 
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nd would much rather, you are ſure, 
x 2 whole week than pray an hour. 
top; a-hem', I have it now: 
ughter of thund'ring Jove, as you 
little father did defend, 

oe you'll prove his baſtard's friend: 
when he left Eſopus' banks, 

u mingl'd with the Theban ranks, 
neſenger he went from Greece, 
make, or elſe to patch a peace; 

in thoſe days our records ſhew 

ces were patch'd as well as now ; 
tho he went in peaceful faſhion, 
came back in a bitter paſſion, 

en boxing bore down all reſiſtance, 

| drubb*d the dogs by thy affiſtance : 
as thou didſt my father help, 

ee aſſiſt his hopeful whelp; 

by my ſoul, as I'm a ſinner, 

ak you to a handſome dinner, 

ill a cow both fat and good, 

you ſhall have the guts and blood. 
k Diomed, tho' hard put to't, 

ling pray'r at laſt made out; 

Pallas, as it plain appears, 

id to both with both her ears. 


like two hungry half- ſtarv'd cats 


long to be amongſt the rats, 
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They crept, as if they trod on eggs, 
Through heaps of mangled arms and legs. 

Now Hector from the cloſe of day had 
Taken as little reſt as they had, 

And would ſleep none, you need not doubt him, 
But call'd his Trojan bloods about him; 
When thus the mighty Trojan, Broughton, 

Began a ſpeech they little thought on: 

My lads, ſays he, I would not wrong ye, 

But I'm afraid there's not among ye 

A brave bold-hearted buck that's willing 
To riſque his neck, and earn a ſhilling 
By looking ſharp amongſt theſe fighters, 
And learn what's doing in their lighters ; 
*Spy if a proper watch they keep, 
Or like good city watchmen ſleep, 
What reſolution is begun, 
Whether the rogues will ſtand or run? 
Zy him that rolls the rumbling thunder, 
I'll give him choice of all the plunder; 
Himſelf ſhall chuſe from all the reſt 
The cart that ſuits his fancy beſt. 

Juſt as he ſpoke, their eyes were all on 
A ſimple yongſter fix'd, call'd Dolon, 
Who was, they ſay, the only lad 
The rich old cuff Eumedes' had; 

But he had five fine girls beſide, 
As any man would wiſh to ride. 
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The boy had carts and horics ſtore, 
And yet the baſtard wanted more. 
Tho' he was not ſo handſome quite 

As Molly 's catamite, 

Yet he had got (I ſcorn to wrong 'em) 
The nimbleſt pair of heels among em. 

Hector, ſays he, myſelf will venture 
Among thoſe Grecian boats to enter, 

Hold up your broomſtaff in your hand, 
And ſwear to grant what I demand; 

For you muſt know, good Sir, ray will is 
To have the horſes of Achilles, 

And his fine cart with painted rails, 
Stuck full of ſhining large braſs nails, 

Say but the word, they thall be mine, 

I quickly ſmoke out their deſign; 

1'!l teal, by ſuch temptations led, 

Under great Agamemnon's bed. 

His broomſtaff then above his head 
Great Hector rear'd, whilit thus he ſaid : 
Be witneſs thou, whoſe rumbling thunder 
Makes wicked reprobates knock under, 
Drives the vile ſcoundrels helter {kclter 
Lo ale and cyder vaults for melter, 

{ promiſe, '*e're the Greeks we fall on, 
Jo give theſe nags to none but VDolon. 

Thus Hector iwore ; but Jove, they ſay, 


Was looking then another way, 
Vox. II. H 
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Whether ſome bullock's guts were burning, 

And he that way his head was turning; 

Or ſaw ſome virgin, which was better, 
And was contr iving how to get her, 

Thinking if he from home could gull her, 

Like fair Europa, he might bull her; 

Be that as't may, his noddle now 

Heard not a word of Hector's vow. 

Howe'er, the lad prepar'd to go, 

And flung acroſs his back his bow; 

Then o'er his narrow ſhoulders ty'd, 

Tokeep him warm, a grey wolf's hide; 

A brown fur cap, well lin'd within 

With rabbit, or elſe weazle's ſkin, 

Serv'd his miſhapen pate to grace, 

And cover'd half his weazle face. 

With an oak ſtick he grop'd the track, 

And went,---but never yet came back, 

A mile he walk'd not, nor three quarters, 

Before he met this pair of Tartars. 

Ulyſles, that fly lurching dog, 

Heard firſt, and gave a gentle jog 

To Diomed : then whiſp'ring cries, 

Flux me but both my ears tell lies, 

If I don't hear a pair of feet 

That ſeem to travel to our flzet ; 

Some ſpy perhaps, like us, agoing 

To ſee what t'other fide are doing, 
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Or pilf ring rogue ſtole out of bed 

To pick the pockets of the dead. 

Be what he will we hear will lay, 

Quite ſnug, and let him go his way, 

Jill opportunity ſhall come 

To get betwixt the knave and home ; 

Then, if he prove for us too ſpeedy, 

My friend, take care that you be ready 

To noſe him out in ev'ry track, 

And I'Il take care he ſhant get back. 

| Act this they ſtep'd along the graſs, 

And ſtoop'd to let poor Dolon paſs. 

Go where he would theſe ſharpers mind hin, 

And follow pretty cloſe behind him: 

There was not, could the eye have ſeen 'em, 

Above a rood of land between em. 

Now Dolon heard a fort of humming, 

But thought ſome meſſenger was coming 

To bring him back, till drawing near 

He quick'y ſmelt out who they were ; 

Smelt em I ſay, becauſe they tell us 

The Greeks were dev'liſh ſweaty fellows, 

Therefore no wonder he ſo well 

Could noſe em by their frowſey ſmell. 

On which a ſtrong deſire he feels 

To truſt his good old friends, his hee!s, 

Twiſt as a hare away he flew, 

"VhUR they, like ſtaunch old hounds purſue, 
H 2 | 
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Cut ſhort the ground he ſcamper'd over, 
And met him as he made to cover ; 

And thus, in ſpite of all his heels, 

They drove him 'mongſt the Grecian keels: 
When Pallas comes to Diomed, 

Says ſhe, You run a helliſh ſpeed, 

But this ſame Dolon, I ſpeak true, 

Runs half as faſt again as you, 

And, if a race you longer hazard, 
Tiis odds but he will burſt your mazard; 
And then fome Greek will kill him, fo 
What you have done for nought will go, 

At this he roars with threat'ning hand : 
You curſed dog, if you don't ſtand, 
The moment that your long legs fail ye, 
Blaſt my old flippers but P1I nail ye. 
His truſty broomſtaff then he threw, 
W hich over Dolon's ſhoulder flew, 
But whiz'd ſo as it paſs'd his ear, 
It ſtak'd him to the ground with ſear : 
Trembling he ſtood a dev'liſh odd piece, 
Whilſt his teeth chatter'd in his c--piece, 
The bullies, almoſt burſt with trying 
T'outrun him, came and ſeiz'd him crying, 
Blubb'ring he roars : You ſee I wont 
Run any more, ſo pray ye don't 
Hurt a poor hopeful harmleſs lad ; 
And I can tell ye my old dad 
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Has ſilver ſtore, and copper too, 
Which he will freely give to you. 


Uly, whoſ2 ears would bear no ſtopper, 
When ſilver chink'd, or even copper, 
At preſent makes this queer reply : 
Be bold, my cock, don't fear to die; 
But tel] us why, inſtead of ſleeping, 
You chuſe to ſpend your time in peeping. 
Did Hector's bribes ſet you a-going 
To find what bus'neſs we were doing ? 
Or by yourſelf, whilſt all are ſnoring, 
You're got upon ſome ſcheme of whoring ? 
Or are you ſome poor louſey foul, 
Sprung up from Hockley in the hole, 
Come to ſteal waiſtcoats from the dead, 
To pawn for porter, cheeſe, and bread ? 
Tell us, my boy, and tell us true, 
And then you'll ſee what we ſhall do. 
Whilſt Dolon took ſome time to pauſe, 
His grinders rattling in his jaws, 


With doleful phiz at Jaſt he ſpeaks : 


III tell you all, thrice worthy Greeks ! 
Twas Hector's bribes that wrought my fall; 
He promis'd me the devil and all, 
No leſs, confound his puffs and r 
Than thoſe two famous ſorril nags 
That draw Achilles when he rides; 
The cart was promis'd me beſides. 
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Thoſe damn'd br. ſs p>Ii{t*d nails that ſhine, 


And make his cart fo flaming fine, 
Tempted my loggerhead to venture, 
And on this curſt commiſſion enter, 
Which was to learn if madam Fear 
Had made ye run, or kept ye here, 
Or if there was a chance of ſnapping 
A proper time to catch you knapping. 
Body o me! Ulyſſes cries, 
You aſk'd the devil of a prize. 


How couldſt thou be ſo ſtrangely flamm'd ? 


Thou drive his horſes! thou be d— d. 
Did you not know, you ſtupid elf, 
No one alive, except himſelf, 

Can either drive his tits, or catch *em ? 
Beaver himſelf could never match 'em. 
But he can ſtop 'em with a twitch, 
*Cauſe got upon a water witch ; 

Had he been mortal man, I know, 
They'd broke his neck ſome years ago, 
But, if you'd have me your protector, 


Say where the great kill-devil Hector 


His quartgrs keeps, and where's his ſtable; 


We'll ſteal his nags if we are able. 
Where do the other captains ſleep ? 
How many watchmen do they keep ? 
But tell us truly, whilſt you're doing, 


What kind of miſchief they are brewing ; 
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Whether they'll ſtay to cut our throats, 
And burn our crazy rotten boats, 
Or think *tis better to employ 


Theirſtrength to guard their whore's neſt Troy. 


Thus ſpake Ulyſſes; and this Dolon, 
Whom theſe two rogues deſign'd to fall on, 
Crics, like a coward ſon of whore, 

PI] tell you all the truth, and more. 
On Ilus' grave, as I conjecture, 
The captains club their pates with Hector: 

As to the watchmen, a ſmall ſhare 
Are thinly ſcatter'd here and there, 

And e'en thoſe few that watch ſhould keep, 
Like city watchmen, ſoundly ſleep. 

The Trojans only watch the hives, 

For fear the Greeks ſhould trim their wives : 
But all the foreigners, who're come 
To help us, left their wives at home, 

For, as one woman caus'd the rout 
That all this miſchief 1s about, 

Should we our wenches bring, think they, 
The devil then would be to pay, 

For miſchief's never in perfection, 

Unleſs when under their direction; 
Therefore in leaving them we find 
They left their greateſt plagues behind, 
And now they ſleep as free from care 
As if your Greekſhips were not near. 
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Then ſays Ulyſſes: Tell us I pray 
Where do thoſe fleeping fellows lay; 
Amongſt the Trojans do they ſnore, 
Or by themſelves along the ſhore ? 

I'll tell you all, replies the ſpy, 
And how their raggamuffins lye. 
The Peons firſt, Who ſhoot their arrows 
So true they hit tom-tits or ſparrows : 
The Carions, ſharp as wolves or falcons 
At beef and pudding : then the Caucons, 
With the Pelaſgians, hardy mortals 
At drinking punch, and eating turtles : 
And laſt the Leleges, who lye 
Along the ſhore : and pretty nigh, 
A little higher, ſnores the Lycian, 
With the Mzonian, and the Mycian : 


Quite ſnug, near Thymbra's old mud wall, 


The Phrygian horſe are there : and all 
The Thracians pig in by themſelves, 

A ſet of roaring, ſturdy elves, 

That came laſt night, led on by Rheſus, 
A fellow twice as rich as Crœſus; 

In your born days you never faw 

Such mitk-white tits, they beat the ſnow ; 
With ſilver all his cart is grac'd, 

And his buff jacket double lac'd. 

Now you have heard my mournful ditty, 


J hope you'll ſpare a little pity : 
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Keep me in limbo 'till you can try 8 
If I don't ſcorn to tell a lye. 

When Diomed replies: I vow 
I han't a grain of pity now 
Left for ſuch ſneaking rogues as you. 
Should we diſmiſs thee home to-night, 
Such ſcurvy whelps will never fight, 
But ſure as eggs we by and by 
Again ſhould catch thee as a ſpy. 

The moment that theſe words he ſaid, | 
He from his ſhoulders whip'd his head, 1 
Which at that time for grace was ſeeking, | 
So as it fell continued ſpeaking, 
And even on the ground lay mutt'ring, 
And for a minute good kept ſputt'ring, 
But chang'd its language when it fell, | 
And wiſh'd the raſcals both in hell. | 
Quickly theſe champions fierce begin | 
To ſteal his cap and grey wolf's ſkin, r | 
Nor did they miſs his bow and ſtick; 
When pop, and in the very nick, 4 
It came into Ulyſles' head 
To cheat his comrogue Diomed, 

Tydides, fays this face of gallows, 
One day as I held chat with Pallas, 
She told me, maugre all her care, 1 
Her goat-ſkin coat was grown thread-bare, | 
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She therefore would be much my debtor, 
If I another coat could get her, 

From Monmouth-ftreet, the ſaid, would do, 
"Cauſe ſhe could not afford one new: 
Times are as hard, ſhe let me know, 
Above ſtairs as they are below; 

Not one of all the royal pages 

But wants fix quarters of his wages, 
Occaſioned by a thriving band, 

That keep the money in their hand; 
'Then ad2ed, if a coat you ſee 


That's pretty cheap, pray buy it me. 


What better can ſhe have than theſe ? 
Which we'l preſent her if you pleaſe ; 
Then, without waiting a reply, 

Thus pray'd, and upward cock'd his eye: 
Broughtonian queen ! receive theſe goods, 
And do not leave us in the ſuds, 

But help us now to mind our hits, 


And boldly ſteal thefe Thracian tits, 


Nor ſuffer any Trojan ſcrub 

Thy true and truſty *ſquires to drub. 

T will only be a grateful deed 

To help us in this time of need, 

Becauſe of all the ſky-bred crew, 

We ſay our pray'rs the firſt to you, 
With ſapient face, ſo ſaying, he 

Hung the wolfs hide upon a tree, 
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Though not ſo high but he could reach it, 
Pallas he knew would never fetch it; 
Then ſcatter'd reeds along the track, 
To help to guide their rogueſhips back. 
Now o'er the field they ſculk away, 
Like bailiffs hunting for their prey. 
They found the Thracians in a trench, 
Snoring like judges on the bench: 

A broomſtaff lay at each man's ſide, 
And to their carts their nags were tied. 
The luckleſs Rheſus foon they ſpy 
Amongſt his raggamuffins lye; 

His two brave geldings, fit to ſtart 

For thouſands, ſtood behind his cart, 
Ulyiles, ever quick of fight, 

Was firſt to ſee th' unlucky wight. 

Then, pointing, to his comrogue cries : 
See there, my boy, a tempting prize 
Rheſus, the cart and horſes too, 

Are planted fair within your view; 
Beſides the jirkin lac'd with gold, 

Of which we were by Dolon told, 
I'm pretty ſure, befcre we part, 

That one of us may ſteal the cart: | 
If you don't feel your courage Jags, 
Kill you the loons, I'll ſteal the nags, 

He ſaid ; and Pallas, never flack 
At miſchief, clapt the whelp o' th' back; 
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On which the raſcal fell to kicking, 
Slaſhing, and cutting throats, and ſticking, 
As if the devil had directed, 

And all his roguiſh pranks protected, 
Where'er the varlet walk'd or ſtood, 

He made the ground all wet with blood. 
Juſt fo the cat, that guards the houſe, 
Leaps from the dreſſer on a mouſe ; 

Pots, pans, and kettles, all give way, 
Till puſs has ſeiz'd the trembling prey. 
Juſt ſo this dog purſu'd his luck, 

Till he'd a dozen T hracians tuck, 
Ulyſics, as his friend did ſtick 'em, 

Behind a cock of hay did kick 'em, 

For fear, he ſaid, the horſes might 

At dead men's bodies take a fright ; 

But the true reaſon was, the elf 

Could pick their pockets by himſelf, In 
And that he did, but by the bye, Is 
Tis only known to you and I, W 
Now, having murder'd twelve, at laſt I. 
They found poor Rheſus ſnoring faſt. tl 
Pallas had ſent an ugly dream, | do 
W herein a Dutch- built thief did ſeem Fc 
To ſhake a ſnickerſneeing knife, R 
And ſwear he'Il have his purſe and life. Ul 
All this he dreamt, old Homer knew, I 
But never wak'd to find it true. 
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Ulyſſes quickly ſeiz'd the bits, 
And bridl'd both the flaming tits, 
Leading them out, to make em go, 
He ſmack'd their buttocks with his bow. 
Tho' the whip hung where he might reach it, 
He durſt as well be hang'd as fetch it; 
| But tipp'd the ſign to Diomed 
To come away with all his ſpeed. 
Now he was ſtanding to conſider, 
And think about the matter whether 
To ſtick more men, which he could do, 
Or ſteal the cart and jacket too, 
Pallas, who ſaw him thus diſpute 
Within himſelf, in haſte roars out, 
Pray what the pox are you about? 
Enough in confcience have you done, 
And ſplit me but it's time to run: 
In jobbs like theſe the man that lingers 
ls ſure at laſt to burn his fingers, 
When Diom. heard Minerva ſay 
That ſhe would have him run away, 
He knew ſhe ſcorn'd her friends to banter, 
do mounts, and pops into a canter ; 
ror wiſe men oft exert their might in 
Running away as well as fighting. 
Ulyſſes with his bow-ſtring flogging 
Took care to keep theſe cart tits jogging. 
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Now ſage Apollo, Hector's friend, 8 


Had ſeen the jade from heav'n deſcend, 
And gueſs'd it was for no good end. 

He ſaw her help this Diomed 

To kill poor people in their bed; 
Which vex'd him fo, he w. ip'd him down, 
And wak'd the truſty Hippocoon, 

Who came on Rheſus tg attend, 

And was his coz. as well as friend, 

The moment that this loving couſin A 
Awak'd, he ſaw a baker's dozen 0 
Of T hracians kill'd, and, what much worſe is, MM C 
The rogues had carry'd off the horſes. 

At this poor Hip. began to cry, 

And wring his hands moſt bitterly : 

For all he ſobb'd, but Rheſus long 
Remain'd the burthen of his ſong. 

Ih Trojans flock about and ſtare, 
Wond'ring what raſcals had been there. 
In the mean while theſe Yorkſhire dealers, 
By London juries call'd horſeſtealers, 

As they convey'd their tits away, 

Had reach'd the place where Dolon lay, 
Ulyſſes ſtop'd, and begg'd Tydide 

To light, and fetch the grey wolf's hide, 
With arrows, bow, and ſtaff, aud all 
They had from Jong legg'd Dolon ſtole, 
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This done, with all their might and pow'r, 
Like thieves purſu'd, away they ſcow'r. 
Old Neſtor was in woeful doubt, 

And therefore kept a ſharp look out; 


So, when the thieving rogues drew near %em, 


No wonder he was firſt to hear 'em, 

And hear old ſquaretoes did for ſure, 

For thus th' old buff began to roar : 
Lay but your ears upon the ground, 

And, if you do not hear the ſound 

Of horſes galloping this road, 

Call me a ſtupid queer old toad, 

dome geldings they perhaps have ſtole, 

(I wiſh they may with all my foul !) 

And now pe haps are rattling come 

In triumph with their booty home, 

Tho? faith 1 cant help look ing blue; 

Pray Jove my fears don't prove too true ! 

But I'm afraid they may be watch'd, 

If ſo, they'll ſoon be overmatch'd, 

And then (avert it, O ye gods!) 


| Demoliſh'd will they be by odds. 


Ti:cſe words had hardly clear'd his gums, 
But up the rogue Tydides comes; 
Ulyſſes follow'd : off they jump, 
The greenſword rattl'd with the thump. 
Each captain ſhak'd them by the hand, 


With---Well, and how do matters ſtand ? | 
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We funk'd a little, faith and troth, 
Leſt we ſhould loſe you one or both. 
But ſilence call'd, the queer old Greek, 
Who always claim'd firſt turn to ſpeax, 
Began this ſpeech : Ye ſons of thunder, 
Pray tell us in the name of wonder 
Where you purloin'd theſe nags, which I 
Suſpect ar'n't come at honeſtly. 
As ſure as Hellen is a punk, 
You've found ſome whoring god dead drunk, 
Or faſt aſleep, ſo ſtole theſe nags, 
W hich beat Apollo's all to rags ; 
I'll take upon my oath to ſwear, 
He never yet had ſuch a pair, 
Tho! he's oblig'd, or loſe his pay, 
To run his hacknies ev'ry day, 
And therefore in diſcretion ought _ 
To have the beſt that can be bought, 
Tho' I am old, yet ſtrike me ſtiff, 
And dry me for a mummy, if 
In all the lands I've travell'd o'er 
Jever ſaw ſuch nags before. 
But ſpeak the truth, if on the road 
You did not fudge 'em from ſome god, 
As we all know, when once your're ſet 
On thieving, nothing *ſcapes your net, 
And Jove himielf, and Pallas too, 
Have help'd your roguiſh tricks c're now, 
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When Ithacus begins to chatter : 
Old dad, ſays he, tis no ſuch matter. 
God gives us grace, and that of courſe is 
Much better for our ſouls than horſes ; 
But theſe grey nags were born in Thrace 
Their maſter to a better place, 
Or worſe, is gone, I can't ſay whither, 
But bold T ydides ſent him thither ; 
And with him a round dozen went 
Of ſcrubs, that for his guard were meant ; 
And they have prov'd ſo very civil, 
As guard their maſter to the devil. 
But at our lucky ſetting out, 
| ſhould have told we ſeiz'd a ſcout, 
do judg'd it would be for the beſt, 
To hell to ſend this prying gueſt, 
To ſpeak warm places for the reſt, 
Which we deſign'd ſhould quickly follow, 
Unleſs prevented by Apollo 
do Diomed the ſcoundrel led of, 
And in a moment whipp'd his head of: 
This ſaid, he took him up a ſwitch, 
And ſpank'd the horſe: o'er the ditch ; 
The rabble follow'd all the way, 
Roaring huzza! huzza! huzza ! 
And ne'er could get their wide mouths ſhut, 
Until they reach'd the gen'ral's hut; 
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There his old tits, not worth a guinea, 
Welcom'd the ſtrangers with a whinney ; 
Then for a handſome ſort of treat, 

As oats were ſcarce, they gave 'em wheat, 
This done, Ulyſles takes a trip 

With Dolon's hide on board his ſip ; 
Where on the ſtern-poſt did he ſtretch it, 
Then bad Minerva come and fetch it; 
By this rogue's trick, *tis pretty clear 
He cheated Diom. of his ſhare. 

Now in the ſea, to keep 'em ſweet, 
They waſh'd their dirty ſweaty feet; 
And to refreſh them from their toi], 
Their noſes rubb'd with ſallad oil; 

And then, to give their ſtomachs eaſe, 
Each cut a ſlice of bread and cheeſe : 
But, as on Pallas firſt they think, 

To her they fill th' firſt mug of drink, 
Which gently on the ground they pour, 
And bid her lick it off the floor; 

But how ſhe did, to me's a doubt 
Which I could never yet make out : 
And now theſe jovial lucky fellows, 
Chaunted, Old Roſe, and burn the Bellows, 
Having great reaſon to believe 

The next time they went out to thieve, 
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This ſcratching brim, without diſpute, 
Would ſtand their friend, and help *em out: 
Joyful they dance, and ſing, and roar, 

Till they can ſing and dance no more; 

Then ſmoke their pipes, and drink, and funk, 
Till ev'ry ſoul got bloody drunk, 
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Ty E Grecian chief his jacket put on, 
Tho there was not a ſingle button 
Remain'd to make it faſt about him, 

Yet as they could not do without him, 

He did not ſtay to buy a red cord, 

But ty d it round him with his bed cord, 
Then ftrutted at the head of ſuch, 

As choſe to venture other touch; 
Whilſt Hector, ever bold and ſteady, 
Soon got his truſiy Trojans ready: 

For ſignal, two celeſtial ſtrumpets 
Employ their tongues inſtead of trumpets : 
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Jove thunder d too, but his poor noiſe 
as drotun'd in their much ſpriller voice; 
For ſuch a din they made at ſtarting, 

His thunder founded juſt like farting : 
And now, whilſt Agamemnon mauls 

The Trojans, Jode for Iris calls; 

He wanted Iris, to direct her 

To go and caution bully Hector 

To let this Grecian bruiſer roam 

Till ſome chance knock ſhould ſend him home. 
Then Hector makes a woeful rout, 

Aud kicks the Grecians all about, 

hee er he hit he ſurely dropt him, 

Till Diom. and Ulyſſes flopt him; 

Stopt for a while, but *twas not much, 
Fir Diomed ſoon got a touch, 

Which made the bully Iimp away 

And leave Ulyſſes in the fray, 

IV-ho for his ſhare, beſides a ſweat, 

| To or three broken ribs did get : 

Iſhen Mienelau, and Ajax ſtout, 

Came apropo to help him out. 

Hector for Ajax went to ſeek, 

But fond his nob too hard to break. 
Whilſt thus they fume, and ſweat, and kick, 
Paris had lent their quack a prick : 
Meſtor at this, without delay, 

Drives both himſelf and quack away. + 
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Achilles, who was looking out 

To ſee what work they were about, 
Sends his companion to enquire 

What made old grizzle-beard retire ; 
The threſhold he had ſcarce ſet foot on, 
When Neſtor ſeiz'd him by the button; 
In that condition did he hold him 

Till he had two long ſtories told him, 
How cocks and bulls, when he was young, 
Would fight like devils all day long; 
But flill the aim of this old whelp 
Was but to gain Achilles help, 

Or if he would not come to blows, 

To lend Patroclus his thick cloaths : 
Patroclus then his beſt legs put on, 
Glad he'd fo well releas'd his button, 
And met Euryp' lus as he went 
Limping along to reach his tent ; 

Theo" he juſt then was running faſter 
Than penny poſimen, this diſaſter 
Staid him till he had ſpread a plaiſter. 


HOME R's ILIAD, 


. 


ND now the morn, with yellow locks, 
From Tithon's hammock, ſtuff'd with 
flocks, 
Aroſe, to ſnew both gods and men 
That day was coming once again, 
To glad the hearts o thoſe with light 
Whoſe conſcience could not bear the night ; 
Lawyers, attorneys, bawds, and pimps, 
Born to repleniſh hell with imps, 
A race whoſe own reflection frets em, 
And damns 'em e're the devil gets em: 
When Jove, the conſtable of heav'n, 
Willing to keep things pretty even, 
A ſcolding quean, one Eris, ſeeks, 
And ſent her down to help the Greeks; 
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Her tongue he knew there was no holding, 81 
She ſtorms and tempeſts rais'd wich ſcolding; T 
Away then flies the noiſy witch, x 
With a long roll well foak'd in pitch, N. 
Ths torch of diſcord call'd by Jove, T] 
And all the people elſe above; Ar 
But if to me you'll yield belief, Gt 
*T was nothing but a lawyer's brief Ar 
Drawn for the plaintiff, and at th' end on't mn 
Was ty'd another for th' defendant ; Te 
This ſtuff the goddeſs Diſcord thinks Bu 
The beſt materials for her links, He 
So long ago has ceas'd to ſpin, WI 
And buys her gear at Lincoln's-Inn. Th 
One of theſe torches Eris drew Ar 
Along the ſky as down ſhe flew, An 
Which forty thouſand ſparkles ſhed, For 
And mark'd the road ſhe came all red. Ter 
Then fixt upon Ulyſſes boat, And 
And there began to tune her throat, US 
Bawling a ſong to ſuit the caſe But 
To which her bum play'd thorough baſs, 8 ne 
But made ſuch thund'ring as ſhe trump'd, $o le 
Both Ajax and Achilles jump'd, Is a 
Tho' their two boats could not be under Paint 
Three miles at leaſt, or four aſunder ; [t be 
Then through the fleet inſpires each chief, MW A fin 
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Such rancour now the varlets fill, 1 
They'll all go box, aye, that they will. 1 
The rogues that readieft ſtood to run, 
Now ſwear, when once the fray's begun, 
They'll never flinch, but box it out, B41 
And have revenge, by Jove, this bout. 1 
Great Agamemnon's firſt, of courſe, . 
And roars 'till he's with roaring hoarſe; 1 
Then ſet th' example, and begun 5 
To put his fighting doublet on; . 
But leſt it ſnould prove rainy weather, 1 
He cas'd his gouty legs in leather, 
With metal buttons double gilt, 
Then o'er his breaſt he hung a quilt, 
A preſent from a brother king, 
And thought a very curious thing, 
For carefully they'd ſtuff'd within 
Ten rows of ſteel, twice ten of tin, 
And ten more, as the ſtory's told, 
Of unadulterated gold; 
But that, my friends, I know you'll ſay 
5 not Goſpel, but Apochrypha: 1 
So let it paſs ; but what I brag en | 
s a moſt furious flying dragon 7 
Painted thereon, which ſhone ſo bright þ » 
t beat the rainbow out of fight. 
A fine embroider'd belt of buff-ſkin, h 
Or doe, or tup, or ſome ſuch tough ſkin, 11 
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Serv'd to ſupport his ſword and dagger; 
With ſuch our fierce-look'd train bands ſwagger, 
A potlid hung upon his arm 

To keep off blows, and keep him warm, 
With brazen hoops and brazen center, 

That points of broomſticks might not enter: 
On which a frightful head did grin, 

Almoſt as ugly as Miſs ——, 

And all around, in various places, 

Were grinning chaps and wry-mouth'd faces ; 
A ſnake along the middle ſpreads, 

With one long tail and three great heads : 
His leathern ſcull-cap, worn thread bare, 
He furbiſh'd up with horſe's hair ; 

'Then in his hand two broomſtaves ſhook, 
And look'd as fierce as he could look ; 
Thus arm'd complete, he march'd tofright em, 
And if that would not do, to fight 'em. 
That inſtant two damn'd brims above, 

The daughter and the wife of Jove, 

With mighty noiſe began to roll 

The ball in his great muſtard bowl, 

Then clap their hands, and ſtamp their feet, 
And ſcold, to make the noiſe complete; 
Such din as this you need not wonder 

The Grecians took for lucky thunder, 
Which fill'd 'em with ſuch fighting rage, 
They puſh'd like Britons to engage; 
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The foot firſt haſten'd to the battle, 
And after them the carts did rattle; 
With ſuch a roaring they begun, 
Before his time they wak'd the Sun, 
Who hearing ſuch a dreadful clatter, 
Jump'd up and cry'd, Zoons, what's the matter! 
But both his eyes being clos'd with gum, 
From whence this roaring noiſe did come 
He could not ſpy, till faſting ſpittle 
Had op'd his gummy eyes a little, 
Jove thunder'd too, for he was mad 
To ſee the dogs ſo bitter bad; 
To ſhew 'em that god's curſe was on 'em, 
He rain'd a ſhower of blood upon 'em, 
Nor would he longer near 'em ſtay, 
But turn'd his back and walk'd away. 
Near Ilus' grave, upon the hill, 
Was Hector drinking bumpers {till ; 
Polydamas partoek tae feaſt, 
With a fly Preſbiterian prieſt, 
| Eneas call'd, (a rogue whoſe lights 
Would ſhew you nothing but the whites, 
Whene'er he wanted to deceive you, 
An! helpleſs in the ſuds to leave you; 
This he'd perform with ſuch a grace, 
You'd ne'er ſuſpect his pious face.) 
Brave Polybus, a valiant knight, 
Agenor with his ſecond fight, 
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Two brothers of Antenor's race, 
Around the bottle took their place, 
With Acumas, a youth ſo fair 

He made- the girls both wiſh and ſtare, 
Beld Hector at the firſt alarm 

Slung his huge potlid o'er his arm, 
Then with a jerk about he goes 

And turns out all the Trojan's toes. 
Like Jack with Lanthorn, here and there 
He whip'd about, and ev'ry where; 
Whilſt {treaming ſparkles, as he paſs'd, 
From his broad metal buttons flaſh'd. 
On Sundays view our Farmer Gooding 
When he attacks a ſuet pudding, 

Slice after ſlice you'll ſee him cut 

And ſtuff within his gundy gut; 

Whilſt on the other ſide his man 

Slices as faſt as e'er he can; 

With eager haſte they ſlice and cat, 
Till both their knives i' th' center meet: 
Thus Greeks and Trojans on a ſudden, 
Tumble like ſlices of the pudding, 

Give and receive moſt hearty thwacks, 
Yet never think to turn their backs, 


But ſcratch, and bite, and tear, and kick, 


Like two boar-cats hung croſs a ſtick ; 
Diſcord, the patroneſs of law, 
With joy this dreadful ſcuffle ſaw, 
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And ſhe alone; for all the reſt 
That ſeats above the moon poſleſt, 
Sat peaceably within their neſt, 
But could not help a little grumbling 
At Jove, for keeping Troy from tumbling. 
Now he, good man, was ſet alone 
On his old creckit, call'd a throne, 
Where, ſpite of all his wife could ſay, 
He gave Miſs Deſtiny her way; 
Tho' now and then he ſquinted down 
In great amaze, to ſee how ſoon 
'The varlets crack'd each others crown. 
Now, whilſt the Sun was working ſtill 
To flog his hackneys up the hill, 
Both parties fought with equal luck, 
And furious blows on each fide ſtruck : 
But at the time when ſea-coal heavers, 
With taylor's *prentices and weavers, 
Quit looms and boards, and leave their work, 
In ſearch of ſcalded peas and pork ; 
Juſt at that time the Grecks begun 
To make ſome ſtraggling Trojans run: 
Atrides ſeiz'd that criſis too, 
To let 'em ſee what he could do. 
Quickly he crack'd Bianor's crown, 
Then knock'd his ſquire Oileus down, 
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Who, when he ſaw his loving maſter 
Get hurt, was coming with a plaſter : 
The Grecian ſaw he'd both hands full, 
Sovery boldly crack'd his ſkull ; 

Then of their jackets he bereft em, 
And naked to the weather left *em ; 

In a great paſſion on he runs, 

And meets with two of Priam's ſons ; 
One was a baſtard, but the other 

Was got upon an honeſt mother, 

Who would not let her maidenhead 

Be touch'd *till Chriſtian grace was ſaid 
But-when that's done, e'en touch and touch, 
No honeſt man can do too much. 

Theſe loving brothers, loath to part, 
Had hir'd a Norfolk farmer's cart, 
Where with great ſkill they did contrive 
That one ſhould fight, the other drive. 
In former days they us'd to keep 

On Suſſex Downs a flock of ſheep, 
Achilles, who, as you muſt note, 
Commanded once a ſmuggling boat, 
To ſteal ſome ſheep one night had landed, 
And being then but ſlender handed, 
What does this fon of Belial, 

But carry-off the boys and all! 

And made their dad for their releaſe 
Remit him three half-crowns a piece; 
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Money ill war'd, fince they ſo ſoon 
Were knock'd by Agamemnon down. 
On the bold baſtard firſt he preſt, 
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And lent him a great thump o' th' breaſt; 


Inſtant beſtow'd he ſuch another 

Upon the noddle of his brother: 

Flat as along the ground they lay, 

He ſtole their hats and coats away. 

With aching hearts the Trojans ſpy him, 


But dare not ſor their guts come nigh him: 


Thus ſhoplifts ſee their brothers taken, 
But dare not ſtir to ſave their bacon. 
Still furious on the foe he runs, 

And mauls Antimachus' two ſons, 

A ſneaking raſcal, who had ſold 

His vote in parliament for gold, 

From whoring Paris taking pay, 

He made a ſpeech for Nell to ſtay, 

And humbugg'd all the ſenate ſo, 

They bawl'd out aye, inſtead of no; 
Now theſe two lads Atrides caught, 
And drubb'd 'em for the father's fault: 
They'd got a hard-mouth'd reſty horſe, 
They could not ſtop with all their force, 
But he would run, aye, that he would, 
Juſt where this fighting Grecian ſtood ; 
The lads had pull'd and pull'd in vain, 
So gave it up, and dropt the rein; 
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Then on their kneppers down they fall, 
And thus for pity loudly baw] : 
Good Mr. Agamemnon ſpare 


Two harmleſs lads, and hear their pray'r, 


For which Antimachus will make 
Such preſents you'll be glad to take, 
When he receives from us a note 
You've ſtow'd us ſafely in your boat; 
For ranſom he will think it proper 
To ſend a ſtone of braſs and copper. 


Now, tho' the yonkers pray'd and cry'd, 


This harden'd rogue their ſuit deny'd, 
And in a paſſion thus reply'd : 

If you're Antimachus's blood, 

Pl] ſowſe ye, by the living g — d; 
That ſcurvy raſcal would, I know, 
Have ki'Vd my brother Menelau, 

With ſly Ulyſſes, when from Greece 
They came to fetch that precious piece, 
That Madam Helen, whoſe affairs 
Have coſt more lives than ſhe has hairs ; 
No pray'rs that you can coin ſhall ſpeed 
With me to fave ſuch ſcoundrel breed: 
No more he ſaid, but on he preſt, 

And with a woeful thump o' th' breaſt 
He ſent the piteous-phiz'd Philander 
Among the Styzian ſhades to wander; 
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The brother, finding him ſo tart, 
Leap'd in a hurry from the cart, 

There as he lay upon the ſands, 

The ruffian cut off both his hands ; - 
Small time he gave him to be vext, - 
Becauſe his noddle follow'd next, 
Which as along the graſs he bowl'd, 
It roll'd and bled, and bled and roll'd. 
Whilſt he continu'd theſe mad freaks, 
He double diſtanc'd all his Greeks: 


Still does he cuff, and bounce, and ſwear, - 
Whilſt they all cock their mouths and ſtare; 


So when the mighty bowl doth ſally 
From th' corner of a nine-pin alley, 
Pin after pin by him is thrown, 

'Till the-whole nine are tumbl'd down : 
Juſt ſo Atrides in a paſſion 

The Trojans fell'd in ninepin faſhion, 
And drove about with ſuch a rumble, 
Whole ſquadrons either run or tumble; 
Many a Trojan made he ſmart, 

And empty'd many a higler's cart: 

The cart-tits, when without a guide, 
Ran like bewitch'd from ſide to fide, 
Farted and+kick'd, and flew about; 

In ſhort, they made ſuch dreadful rout, 
They hurt their Trojan friends much morg 
Than they had done em good before. 


15 


178 Tus ELEVENTH BOOK or 


Whilſt the fierce Greek where'er he flew, 
Beat the poor devils black and blue, 

Had Hector met this Grecian cock, 
Depend upon't he'd got a knock; 

But Jove took care he ſhould not meet him, 
| Leſt in his paſſion he ſhould beat him, 
But kept the Trojan free from ſtains 

Of blood, and guts, and ſcatter'd brains : 
And now this furious fighting knave 
Drove 'em like ſmoke by Ilus' grave 
Amongſt ſome fig-trees, where for ſhelter 
They ran like wild-fire helter ſkelter, 
Not with deſign to turn and rally, 

But there they knew a dark blind alley 
That led directly to the town, 

Through which they ran like devils down; 
Atrides ran as faſt as they 

Bawling and ſhouting all the way, 

»Till he had made hiinſelf ſo hot 

He ſmoak'd like Doiley's porrage pot; 
When coming near the Scean gates 

He ſtops, and for his comrades waits: 

In the mean time the Trojans fly, 

And ply their heels moſt luſtily. 

As when the conſtable and watchmen 
Are on a party ſent to catch men, 

Who have the day before been dealing 

In what the juſtices call ſtealing, 
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Their phiz the thieves no ſooner ſpy 

But all to reach the window try, 

Their haſte occaſions ſuch a jumble, 

Head over heels the ſcoundrels tumble, 

And wedge themſelves ſo very faſt 

The hobb' ling watchmen ſeize the laſt; 

So did Atrides bounce and fick, 

And always lent the laſt a kick : 

Thus did he play the de'el and all, 

Until he reach'd the Trojan wall, 

Which his great fury did deſign 

To tumble down or undermine : 

When Jove ſent ſuch a ſhow'r of rain 

As won't be quickly ſeen again, 

And would have added thunder to it, 

But could not get his lightning through it 
At this he bawls, Come hither Iris, 

You ſee in rain ſo drench'd my fire is 

It cannot go as I deſign'd it, 

To make yond roaring ſcoundrels mind it; 

Therefore, my girl, do you deſcend 

And tell my honeſt Trojan friend, 

Whilſt Agamemnon thus keeps farting 

I would not have him think of ſtarting, 

Let other people ſtop his flouncing, 

But Hector need not mind his bouncing z 

Small captains may his waters watch, 

But for great Hector ＋ no match; 
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And tell him that it ſha'n't be late 
E're he's ſent home with broken pate ; 
Then Hector ſhall the Grecians thwack, 
And I will clap him on the back 
Till he has made each varlet ſkip, 
To ſave his hide, on board his ſhip, 
Nor ſhall he ceaſe the rogues to fright 
Till they're reliev'd by Mrs. Night. 
Away goes Iris ſwift as wind, 
Her fumes diſperſing from behind, 
Which, taking fire as down ſhe falls, 
Unknowing man a rain-bow calls: 
Hector ſhe found amidſt the fray, 
Mounted upon a brewer's dray. 

Hector, ſays ſhe, perhaps you'll ſtare 
To hear I come from Jupiter, 
But ſo it is, believe it true, 
He ſends his compliments to you, 
And ſays, While Atreus' ſon keeps farting 
He would not have you think of ſtarting 
Let other people ſtop his flouncing, 
You need not mind his brags and bouncing ; 
Small captains may his waters watch, 
But for great Hector he's no match; 
And further ſays, it ſha'n't be late 
E're he's ſent off with broken pate; 
Then Hector ſhall the Grecians thwack 
And I will clap him on the back, 
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Till he has made each varlet ſkip, 
To ſave himſelf, on board his ſhip, 
Nor ſhall he ceaſe the rogues to fright 
Till they're reliev'd by Mrs. Night; 
Then in a cloud as black as pitch, 
She vaniſh'd like a Lapland witch: 
Hector no ſooner heard her ſay 
Theſe words, but ſtrait he left the dray, 
Tho' not before he gave ſome chink 
To make the brewer's raſcals drink; 
Then, with a broomſtick in each hand, 
He bid the ſcamp'ring Trojans ſtand, 
Tells them, if now they'll box, they may 
Run when they pleaſe another day: 
At this requeſt they face about, 
And ſeem reſoly'd to box it out. 
The Greeks, who hop'd they had been gone, 
Are forc'd to wait their coming on: 
Both ſides begin to fight it o'er, 
As if they'd never fought before, 
Whilſt in his paſſion, Atreus' ſon i: 
Drives on as if he'd juſt begun. 
opkins and Sternhold, if you can 
Affiſt me to deſcribe this man; 
ou, who King David's pſalms were able 
o write in verſe ſo lamentable, 
s made the mighty Jewiſh king 
y, when you meant to make him ſing, 
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Where he repents indeed, moſt ably 
You make him do it lamentably ; 
Help me to ſome of this rare verſe ' 
Atrides' kicking to rehearſe, 

That in re-mem-be-rance they may 
Remain for ever and for aye : | 

Come on, old boys, and make it known 
What ſhoals of ſcrubs he tumbl'd down, 

And whether *twas a peer or groom 
That taſted firſt his ſtick of broom, 
Iphidamas it prov'd, a ſwain o 
Got by Antenor on Theano,, 

Whoſe paſture being ſtock'd before 

So hard that it would bear no more, . 
He thought it beſt to ſend the lad 

To Clifeus the mother's dad, 

Who farm'd on leaſe a little place 
Upon a bleak hill-fide in Thrace, 

For which he paid the landlord clear 
Three, or perhaps four, pounds a year 
There the old fellow fed him well, 
Teaching him both ta write and ſpell ; 
And then, to uſe him to the ſtrife 
Man's born to bear, he for a wife 
Gave him his daughter; but the boy, 
Hearing of boxing bouts at Troy, 
Was ſeiz'd with ſuch defire to fight, 


He liſted on his wedding night, 
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And left his wife, tho* thought a beauty, i | 
Before he'd done an inch of duty; _ nt 
By ſhipping to Sercope went, 1 


From thence by land to Troy was ſent; 14 
Thinking the time was now or never 1104 
For him to ſhew off ſomething clever, 4 
From out the foremoſt ranks he jumps, 'T 
Reſolv'd to fight this king of trumps, 1 
Atrides, who full well did know Vi 
That in the firſt good hearty blow ' i 
lay often more than half the battle, * 
Let fly his broomſtick with a rattle ; 
The Trojan ſtoop'd, and whiz it went, 
But miſt his nob where it was meant: 
The youth then with great fury puts 1 | 
His cudgel croſs the Grecian's guts, | = 
Which ſtroke he had ſeverely felt 1 
But for his truſty train- band belt, | [4 
Tho' he ſo much of it did feel, 8 
It made this mighty champion reel; 1 
But when recover'd from the ſhock, 
He lent his neck ſo ſound a knock | 
As made a parlous “ ugly wound, 
And fell'd him flat upon the ground, a 
Where, by this Grecian rogue infernal, . 
e was conſign'd to ſleep eternal. 


* Parlous, a Yorkſhire word for dangerous. 
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His wife that ſuch a fortune brought, 
Two cows, fix ſheep, and one ram goat, 


Thought it hard luck that he ſhould ſleep, 


And ſhe ſhould ſtill a virgin keep, 

But keep ſhe muſt, or boil or bake it, - 
For he can never come to take it; - 

Faſt as a church the yonker lay, 
Whilſt the Greek ſtole his coat away. 
Coon his bro. was pretty near, 

And vext to th' heart a man may ſwear ;. 
It fill'd his liver with ſuch ſadneſs - 

As made him cry for very madneſs : 

But tho' he wept full fore, we find 

He did not weep himſelf quite blind; 
But when the Grecian did not 'ſpy him, 
He edg'd till he got pretty nigh him, 
Then at the bully aim'd a knock, 
Which gave his elbow ſuch a ſhock, - 
It made his metal buttons jingle, 

And both his wriſt and fingers tingle 
The Greek was ſtunn'd, tho' not with fear, 


But knew not, or to cry or ſwear ; 


Then whilſt poor Coon guards his brother, 
And covers this ſide, then the other 

With his broad potlid, calling loud 

For help amongſt the Trojan crowd, 
Atrides noted where his crown 

Unguarded was, and knock'd him down ; 
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Plump on his brother tumbl'd he, 

And ſtaid to keep him company; 

But now the Greek, more furious grown, 
Drives like a madman up and down, 

Jſing all weapons, clubs, or ſticks, 

Old broken piſs-pots, ſtones, and bricks, 
This kind of gear, with fury thrown, 
Tumbl'd whole lines of fighters down; 
Whilſt he perform'd theſe pranks his arm 
Continu'd tollerably warm, 

But when the blood began to ſcttle, 

And he was partly oft his mettle, 

ſhe elbow ſtiff ned with ſuch pain 

\s made the bully grin again; 

Knaves that are whip'd behind the cart 
Could hardly ſuffer half the ſmart ; 

With mighty pain and anguiſh.fretting, 

A hackney he was forc'd to get in; 

But leſt the foe ſhould think he had cauſe, 
lle put a good face on a bad cauſe, 

And bawls aloud, O Greeks ! fight on, 
ind I'll be back again anon; 

ſore will no longer let me fight, 

But lam me if its aught but ſpite : 

No ſooner had he ſpoke, but ſmack 

He heard the coachman's whip go crack; 
nd crack it might, as theſe old hacks 

For twice three ſteps requir'd fix cracks; 
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Tho', by great luck, this jehu got 
His geldings ſmack'd into a trot; 
But as they both were touch'd i' th' wind, 


They puff'd out clouds of ſmoke behind, 


Whilſt from their fides a lather run 
Would almoſt fill a brewer's tun ; 
However, in leſs than half an hour, 
They brought him to his own tent door, 
Hector look'd ſharp, and quickly ſaw 
This huffing, cuffing captain go; 

Then to his Trojans and allies, 

To raiſe their mettle, thus he crys : 

Ye roaring blades, that ſcorn all fear, 
Ye Dardans, and ye Lycians, hear ; 
Remember what yourſelves have done, 
What hats your grandfathers have won, 
Yon huffing blade is now gone back, 

I ſaw him whip into a hack ; 

Beſides, Dame Iris came to tell 

Jove bid me pay their jackets wel! ; 
You've nought to do but fight, and TI! 
Engage to make it worth your while: 
With words like theſe their hearts he chears, 
And made 'em pocket all their fears; 
So the poor gard'ner chears his dog 

To ſeize and fowl his neighbour's hog, 
Spits in his mouth, and eggs him on, 
And throws himſelf the firſt great ſtone, 
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Boiling with rage, becauſe the brute 
Returns ſo oft to ſpoil his fruit; 

Thus Hector bawls, nor that alone, 

But is the firſt to lead em on; 

On the deep files with might doth pour 
Like a black heavy city ſhower, 

Which clears the ſtreets, and into ſhops 
Drives painted whores and brainleſs fops, 
With fury from the pantiles rolls, 
Drenches the ſigns and barbers poles, 
Waſhes each dirty ſtinking ſtreet, 

And for an hour the town 1s ſweet. 

O Churchill's muſe ! for once aſſiſt, 

Chilſt humbly I draw out a liſt 

Of thoſe that fell by Hector's cudgel, 
hen Jove, who now and then doth judge ill, 
Vithout regard to whig or tory, 

beltow'd on him a day of glory; 

0'ſcape him there appear'd but ſmall hopes, 
: \maſh'd Aſſæus firſt, then Dolops ; 
ntonous follow'd next, and ſoon 

lne bold Opites tumbl'd down; 
'pponous, a famous fighter, 

hoſe father was an underwriter, 
next; he then Ophelthus thwack'd, 
nd Orus got his noddle crack d; 

ymmus too, and Agelau, 

ere ſent to find their friends below: 
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It ſtrews them on the neighbouring ground; 


Thus Hector here and there again 


NOTED — — * 
— % = as <> 


138 Tux ELEVENTH BOOK or 


Theſe we may ſay were no riff raff, Joy 
But officers upon the ſtaff: And 
On common men I ſhall not dwell, Wh 
He ſent cart loads'of them to hel! ; If } 
And cut the varlets up as quick The 
As Vauxhall bunters carve a chick. and 
Have you not, firs, a whirlwind ſeen It hi 


Whip up the haycocks from the green? Thy 
When having whirl'd them round and round, 


With wond'ring eyes, all fix'd in air, 
And gaping mouths, the bumpkins ſtare : 


Kicks them about, and ſtrews the plain. 
And now had Greece been overturn'd, 
And all their keels and ſcullers burn'd, 
But fly Ulyſſes ran with ſpeed” 

To call his neighbour Diomed; 
To-whom he ſpeaks, Why, what the pox, 
We'd better both be ſet i' th' ſtocks 
Than idly ſtand whilſt Hector keeps 
Smoaking the Grecians upon heaps; 
Let's meet this fav'rite of the gods, 


You know that two to one is odds: i dre 
When Diomed replies, Ulyſles, ms | 
Fl fight with any man, but this is - . 
Another caſe; I've ſuffer d evils * | 

the 


For fighting both with gods and devils: 
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jove helps this Hector from above, 


And, ſowſe me, if I'll fight with Jove; 


If Jove won't lend a helping hand: 
Then as he ſpoke he gave a ſigh, 
And ſtraitway let his broomſtick fly; 
t hit a purſe- proud fellow's cron, 


Thymbræus call'd, and fetch'd him down; 


Inſtant the ſly Ulyſles knocks 
The gaping coachman off his box; 

o pick their fobs they durſt not ſtay, 
but haſten'd to their lines away: 

hus two bold thieves purſu'd by night, 
fight as they run, and run and fight. 
lerops' two ſons, a hopeful pair, 
Vere ſeated in a one-horſe chair; 
lhe father was an highland wight, 
nd therefore bleſt with ſecond fight z 
rom fighting he had warn'd the lads, 
ut yonkers ſeldom mind their dads, 
ſpite of all th” old loon could fay 
ity hir'd a chaiſe, and drove away 
his advice they paid no heed, 
ut drove to meet this Diomed, 
ho, maugre all that they could do, 
ſub'd 'em, and ſtole their jackets too: 
jſſes ſmaſh'd Hypirochus, 
id the rich Jew Hippodamus, 


What boots, my friend, that we ſhould ſtand 
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Whilſt Jove contented ſat in heav'n, 

And let old Cox's ſcales hang even ; 

Nor did he ſeem a whit to care, 

But let em ſcratch, fight dog fight bear, 

Tydides in this bloody ſtrain 

Knock'd out Agaſtrophus's brain, 

Who, buſy fighting all the while, 

Had left his cart above a mite, 

But when he ſpy'd this Diomed 

He ply'd his ſhanks with all his ſpeed, 

Tho' he ran faſt, the Grecian's ſtick 

Was full as nimble and as quick, 

For, flung with fury from his hand, 

It laid him ſprawling on the ſand. 

Great Hector ſaw, you need not fear, 

His eyes were peeping ev'ry where; 

As he mov'd on he loud did baw], 

And with him brought the de'el and all, 

Brave Diomed himſelf, who never 

Was us'd to fear, now felt his liver, 

Spite of his mighty courage, ſtart, 

And give a knock againſt his heart; 
When thus he ſpeaks, Ulyſſes, mind 

A plaguy ſtorm before the wind 

Comes rolling on, and J conjecture 

It can be nought but bully Hector, 

Who throws about his dirt and dung 

As if by hornets he was ſtung; 
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Let us reſolve in this ſame place 
To ſtand and meet his angry face: 
juſt as he ſpoke the chief drew nigh, 
At whom he let his broomſhaft fly, 55 


Which on his greaſy leather cap 

it him a moſt confounded rap; 

Bruis'd it, and, ſliding up, did lop 

\ tarniſh'd taſle from the top, 

But by the care of ſage Apollo 

t happen'd no great harm did follow; 
'ho' *twas ſo ſound a knock it ſtun'd him 
o much, that Hector rather ſhun'd him, 
lounted his cart, and whip'd about 

To try his luck another rout. 

Tydides ſhouts huzza ! huzza ! 

[he mighty Hector's run away! 

Vell doth Apollo pay that thief 

or all his mutton and his beef. 

| any god would lend me help 

yet would ſwinge that ſcurvy whelpz 
ut ſince he ftoutly runs away for't, 

[| make his ragged raſcals pay for't ; 
nen tho' Agaiirophus was dead, 

e lent him Yother knock o' the head 

o keep his hand in; now and then, 
ke Falſtaff, he could kill dead men, 
ais, the keeper of this Helen 

n whofe account the broils I'm telling 
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Were firſt begun, that wenching knave 
Stood by the fide of Ilus' grave; 
Hearing this bully, what doth he 
But whips behind a hollow tree, 

Juſt as the Grecian down did fquat 
To ſteal Agaſtrophus's hat, 

This Paris flyly bent his bow, 

And to the greenſward nail'd his toe : 
'The rogue behind the hollow tree 
Could not help laughing heartily 

To ſee the Grecian's odd grimace; 


He made a helliſh ugly face: 


Then from the ambuſcade leap'd out, 
And aſk'd him if he'd got the gout, 
I've hit, ſays he, the gouty part, 


But wiſh, by g---d, *thad been the heart, 


Then would our Trojan bloods be free 
From dread of thy damn'd face and thee, 
Who tremble at thy phiz, and run 
Faſter than Paddy from a dun. 

Tydides anſwers, Are you there, 
Good Maſter Miſs, with curling hair ? 
Thou who canſt catch a lady by't, 

But dare as well be damn'd as fight, 
What ſignifies thy ſlender touch; 

Our cookmaid could have done as much, 
Or more; ſhe'll ſcratch and bite a man 
Deeper than thy poor arrow can: 
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But this good broomſtaff ne'er flies waſte, 
As I ſome day ſhall let thee taſte : 
Where'er it goes, ſome Trojan moans 
A broken pate or broken bones, 
Whilſt their good wives, who ſcold and ſwear, 
When Diomed his name they hear, 
Hate me, becauſe where'er I come 
I ſend their huſbands limping home : 
Whilſt thus he prates, Ulyſſes, who 
Was much concern'd for his great toe, 
Pull's out the dart, and then doth pour in 
What offer'd firſt, and that was urine; 
Then laid the bully in a cart, 
And bid 'em drive home pretty ſmart, 
Now, when this bully-back was gone, 
Ulyſſes found himſelf alone: 
Whilſt he was buſy with the toe, 
He never thought how things might go; 
But when he ſaw them coming on, 
He with himſelf ſome talk begun : 

I thall be ſmaſh'd if here I ſtay, 
And yet its worſe to run away, 
For then they will not let me eat, 
And I ſhall ſtarve without my meat. 
Why ſhould I longer then ſtand ſcrubbing * 
Starving is ten times worſe than drubbing.” 
Whilit he was weighing thus the matter, 


He heard the Trojan broomſticks clatter: 
Fl. Its K 
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Before his ſpeech was done they found him, 
And quickly made a circle round him, 
Tho' his hard knocks did make em own 
They'd better let his pate alone: 

In Piccadilly thus I've ſeen 

A drunken, ragged, ſcolding quean 

By a large circle of the boys 

Purſu'd with dirt, and mud, and noiſe ; 
Whilſt ſhe ſtands ſtill, and only ſcolds, 
Each hardy boy his ſtation holds, 

But when or here or there ſhe reels, 

The yonkers nimbly truſt their heels : 

Juſt ſuch another matter this is 

With Trojans and the great Ulyſles, 

His cudgel firſt he level'd at 

And laid the bold Deiopis flat ; | 
Next Ennomus, and Thoon too 

Felt what this ſturdy Greek could do; 
Cherſidamas his broomſtick wipes, 

And gave th' unlucky loon the gripes, 
Acroſs the weem the Grecian hit him 
With ſuch a force as a'moſt ſplit him: 
Charops was near, Hippaſus' ſon, 

At him Ulyſſes takes a run, 

But found his cudgel could not reach him, 
So made his truſty. broomſtick fetch him; 
With fury from his left hand flung, 

Upon his hollow nob it rung: 
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His brother Soccus ſaw the deed, it 
And ran to help with all his ſpeed, | 
But came too late ; he found him tumbl'd, 
At which, be ſure, his gizzard grumbl'd ; 40 
Then tells Ulyſſes, Friend, d'ye ſee, | 
You muſt have t'other bout with me, i 
Both brothers you muſt tumble down, "I 
Or rot me but I'Il crack your crown, . 
This ſaid, he rais'd his cudgel high, 
And at the Greek ding dong let fly ; 
Long time to break his pate he try'd, 
At laſt he ſmaſn'd his dexter fade, 
But at that inſtant Pallas put 
Her hand between, and ſav'd his gut; 
Ulyſſes, tho” it gave him pain, * 
Knew well enough he was not ſlain ; 
Then drawing back a ſtep or two, | 
To Soccus crys, I think 'tis now X 
My turn to have a knock at you ; 
And for the ſtroke you've been fo civil 
To give, I'll ſend you to the devil: 
Whilſt thus he ſpoke, a ſudden fright 
Made Soccus hair ſtand bolt upright, f 
And ſcar'd him ſo he durſt not ſtay, | 
But whip'd about and ran away ; 
The flying broomſtick reach'd his back, 
And fell'd him with a thund'ring thwack ; 
K 2 
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Then as upon the ground they lay, 
Ulyſſes thus was heard to ſay; 

My Trojan friends, lye you two there 
Till Chriſtmas next, for aught I care; 
No dad nor mammey, I ſuppoſe, 
Will come your heavy eyes to cloſe, 8 
But leaves that taſk for carrion crows ; 
Now, when I dye, I know our vicar 
Will make 'em bind my grave with wicker, 
Where all my friends, if right I think, 
Will drink and ſob, and ſob and drink. 
Whilit he was jabb'ring in this ſtrain, 
His bruiſe began to give him pain 
Then lifting up his dirty ſhirt, 
He found he'd got a plaguy hurt, 
And, the misfortune ſtill to crown, 
The Trojans ſaw his blood run down, 
Which made em preſs fo cloſe, the whelp 


Ran ſtoutly now, and roar'd for help; 


Thrice did Atrides hear him further 
Than fifty furlongs roar out murder, 
On waich the Spartan bully cry'd 

To Ajax, who was at his ſide, 

I'm ſure that ſornetiing much amiſs is, 
For murder! murder! roars Ulyſſes; 
So wide his mouth would never gape 
Were he not in ſome curſed ſcrape ; 
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To bring him off we both muſt run, 
Elfe, by my ſoul, we're all undone ; 
For tho' he's ſtrong, yet Ferdinando 
Can do no more than one man can do; 
And if of him we are bereft, 

There is but one good council left : 
'Tho' councellors are underſtood 

To do more harm thrice told than good, 
Yet here the rule don't fully hold, 


For he can box as well as ſcold ; 


But the damn'd knaves in Wranglers-Hall, 


Are good for nothing but to bawl. 


Then where the roaring came from, they 


With haſty ſtrides direct their way: 
*T was lucky they ſo ſoon did ſtickle. 
For he was in a grievous pickle 
'The ſmell was potent where he ſtood, 
"Tis an ill wind blows no man good) 
For by its help they nos'd him out, 
Tho' compas'd by his foes about. 
As yonkers at a country ſchool 
When they've an heap of apples ſtole, 
One youth, that he may fair divide, 
Acroſs the apples ſtands aſtride, 
When, lo! the maſter, dreadful caſe ! 
Pops in his unexpected face ; 
At his approach they ſcower away 
And leave the undivided prey; 
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The pedant then aſſerts his claim, 
And bears the apples to his dame. 
Thus Ajax made 'em all run faſter 


Than the boy's ſcamper'd from their maſter 3 


For when the late exuliing foe, 

His huge enormous broomſtick ſaw, 
Who ſhould get firſt away they ſtrove, 
And ran as if the devil drove; 

Whilſt Menelaus, for his part, 
Convey'd Ulyſles to his cart; 

Ajax doth all the while purſue 

The frighten'd, flying, routed crew: 
Doryclus, Priam's ſon, he maul d 

And next the ſtrong Pandoccus gaul'd; 
Then o'er the poor Lyſander ſtumbl'd, 
Whom quickly on the graſs he tumbl'd: 
Thus, when you *gin to ſmell a ſtink, 
You pump away to clear the fink, 

A deluge iſſues through the grates, 
And drives down rotten ſhrimps and ſprats, 
1 umbles the garbage o'er and o'er 
Till it has reach'd the common ſhore : 
Juſt fo betore this Grecian bold 

Both carts and men and horſes roll'd. 
Hector was to the left a mile, 

Pelting the Grecians all the while, 
Kicking the ragged ſons of bitches 

By dozens into muddy ditches; 
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There Neſtor and the Cretan ſtood, 
And ſtop'd his kicking all they could, 
But ſpite of them this furious loon 
Kick'd the poor rogues like nine-pins down. 
Paris, briſk Nelly's huſband, who 
Was ſhooting from his Indian bow, 
Took opportunity i' th' nick 
To lend the Grecian quack a prick ; 
The arrow made his ſhoulder ſmack, 
And the Greeks trembl'd for their quack. 

The Cretan then to Neſtor ſpoke, 
Come here, old weather-beaten rock, 
I've better buſineſs far for you 
'Than aught you can by fighting do; 
Go take your hig'lers cart and lay on 
The wounded doctor, Don Machaon, 
And drive him off; if he is loſt 
We all may feel it to our coſt 
You know it well, nor you alone, 
He cures more kinds of wounds than one. 
Neſtor obeys, and ſans delay 
Convey'd the wounded quack away, 
And with an almoſt fire-new thong | 
Duſted his raw-bon'd tits along. 
Now Hector's carter who could ſee 
A great way farther off than he, 
Looking the Trojan files along, 
Soon ſaw where things were going wrong: 
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Whilſt here we fight genteel and civil 
Quoth he, there's Ajax plays the devil 
See how the ſtrongeſt lines he parts, 

And drives down horſes,. men, and carts ; 
I know the whelp by one ſure ſign, 

His potlid's thrice as big as mine, 

Then let's be jogging to aſſiſt 

Our friends to *ſcape his clumſey fiſt, 
Elſe flat as pancakes he I'm ſure 

Will lay 'em all in half an hour. 

To this rare ſpeech he added not, 

But ſpank'd his nags into a trot ; 

Bruis'd pates and arms they trotted o'er, 
And ſpatter'd all the cart before; 

| From the naggs heels it took the ſtains 

| Of blood and mud, and guts and brains, 
And fill'd the axle tree ſo full 

| The horſes had a woeful pull. 

| The Grecians thought by ſtanding cloſe 

| To keep him out, but ſuch a doſe 

With his oak ſtick the Trojan gave 'em, 
"They truſted to their heels to fave 'em; 
Then from his cart he ply'd 'em thick, 
With firſt a broomſtaff, then a brick, 
And fell'd 'em down with juſt ſuch knocks 
As bumpkins lend their Shrovetide cocks, 
Flinging his ſticks at ſuch a rate, 

He always broke a leg or pate 
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By ſuch hard knocks as theſe, he made 
The Greeks ſo horribly afraid, 
That they employ'd their utmoſt might in 
Running away, inſtead of fighting; 
And Jove to plague theſe ſons of bitches, 
Sunk Ajax' heart below his breeches, 
Who, though he could not tell you why, 
Found his thick legs diſpoſed to fly ; 
But taking care that none ſhould ſay, 
Great Ajax ran, he walk'd away, 
And leaſt they ſhould his rear attack, 
He kept a conſtant peeping back: 
Thus on an evening have I ſeen, 
With pious face, on Bethnal green, 
An inſpired cobler mount a tub, 
And preach to ev'ry ragged ſcrub, -. 
Though dirt and rotten eggs flew round, 
Yet inſpiration kept his ground ; 
Nor, *till he'd preach'd his ſermon out, 
Would ſtir a ſtep, and then did do't 
With as much gravity as if, 
To be inſpir'd was to be ſtiff. 
Thus heavy Ajax, though purſu'd 
By the whole Trojan roaring crowd, 
Walk'd off as flow as if he'd been 
The preaching cobler of the green; 
In Spaniſh ftrides his knees he bent, 
And grumbled all wr” way he wen 
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So have I ſeen a ſand- cart afs 

Devour a farmer's clover graſs, 

The farmer with his wife and man 

To drive him out do all they can ;. 

But though they pour a heavy tide 

Of rattling hedgſtakes on his fide, 

The beaſt, as patient as he's dull, 

Eats *till he crams his belly full, 

And then, inſenſible of pain, 
Deliberately walks off again. 

Whilſt Ajax ſtrutted off demurely, 

The Trojans bang'd his potlid purely; 
Sometimes he turn'd about to ſwear 

He'd break their bones if they came near; 
Then march'd away, but as he trod 
Threaten'd them with an angry nod, 
Whilſt they, to keep up this queer battle, 
With brick-bats make his potlid rattle, 
Euripolus, who ſaw this rout, 

To help the bully fally'd out, 

And did his knotty broomſtaff lay on 
The truſty Trojan Apaſaon; 
Whoſe nob he lent a knock that broke it, 
At which he ran to pick his pocket, 
Now Paris, who was pretty nigh, 

That inſtant let an arrow fly, 

And prick'd the Grecian in his thigh, 

It lam'd him fo that he was fain 

To make a hobble back again; 
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But yet before he ſtirr'd one bit, 
He made a ſpeech, and this is it : 

O Greeks, I fear your courage fails ye, 
In god's name what the devil ails ye? 
I've left poor Ajax in a ſweat, 
And if you do not quickly get 
To his aſſiſtance, I'll be ſhot, 
But his hard nob muſt go to pot; 
The Trojans do ſo ſorely pelt, 
That if his potlid and his belt 
Don't take their bangs, be ſure that he 
Another broil can never ſee. 
To help him Grecians haſte away, 
There's danger in a moment's ſtay, 
Whilſt he was ſpeaking, from the rout - 
About a dozen fellows ſtout 
Took heart of grace, and ventured out. 
Some held their leathern potlids o'er him, 
And others clapp'd their ſtaves before him; 
Whilſt thus their fainting friend they ſnroud, 
Ajax ſtruts up and joins the croud, . 
Then on a ſudden, growing ſtout, 
He puff d his cheeks, and fac'd about. 
Thus things went on, and all the white 
Neftor had jerk'd his tits a mile, 
And with a wondrous deal of flogging 
Made a hard ſhift to keep them jogging» 
K 6 
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Smoking with ſweat amidſt the throng, 

They lugg'd the wounded quack along; 

Juſt then Achilles, as it's ſaid, 

Was ſitting at the mainmaſt head; 

From whence he very plain could ſee 

The Grecians drubb'd moſt woefully ; 

With joy he ſaw the Trojans lay on 

The bones of all, except Machaon. 

As for the doctor, *cauſe that he 

Once cur'd him of a gonorhæ, 

He could not help a little touch 

Of pity, though it was not much; 

When caſting down his eyes below, 

Patroclus working hard he ſaw 

Mending an old blue ruſty jacket 

So torn he'd much ado to tack it. 

Halloo Patroclus, loud he cries |! 

Halloo, Patroclus loud replies | 

Who calls aloft ? avaſt *, is't you? 

What bus'neſs have you got to do? 
Achilles thus, I hrough various rubs, 

We two have long been loving ſcrubs. 

With joy my very heart doth tickle 

To find the Greeks in ſuch a pickle. 

Tho' their chub- headed chief did flout me, 

I knew they could not do without me. 

Soon they'll be hear with ſobs and moans, 

And down upon their marrow-bones 
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But I want you, my chum, to go 
To Neſtor's oyſter boat, to know 
What made him flog his founder'd cattle 
In ſuch a ſplutter from the battle, 
And if he did not bring away 
Some wounded Grecian from the fray, 
fear it is our truſty quack; 
But I could only ſee his back; 
Nor for my blood and guts could I 
A corner of his face eſpy, 
(Tho' all the pains I could I took) 
The horſes did ſo puff and ſmoke. . 

Patroclus then away. did ſcour, 
But in a ſad unlucky hour, 
In a curs'd minute was he ſent, 
For Hector made him ſoon repent. 
Howe'er that be, without delay 
Through boats and huts he pop'd away, 
And ſoon the queer old Grecian met, 
Juſt *Iighted in a recking ſweat, 
Eu ymedon with care and art 
Unloos'd his horſes from the cart ; 
Neſtor, who was confounded hot 
With flogging, had a diſhclout got, 
Which ſerv'd to wipe his grealy face 
And &er he put it in its place, | 
Cloſe by his wounded charge he ſtood, 


And wip'd away both ſweat and blood; 
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Then gap'd awhile to catch a breeze A 
Was coming freſh from off the ſeas ; 'B 
But ftaid not long before they went M 
To ſeek for ſhelter in the tent. | T 
Neſtor then order'd Hecomede, O. 
A red-hair'd wench of royal breed, By 
Which Greece had giv'n him for his Te 

need, | Ha 


(But all that need, as you may gueſs, 
Was punch to mix, and meat to dreſs) 
Without delay to. fetch a cup, 

And make a cooling mixture up; 

But firſt this handmaid held it meet 
Before they drank to make 'em cat, 

So ſpread a table with blue feet 

Made of good firr, which he had bought Of 


In Broker's-alley for a groat ; Wit 
Whereon ſhe plac'd a ſpanking diſh, = 

Then fill'd it full, but not with fiſh, . 
Of better ſtuff ſhe pour'd a flood in, 8 | 
And that was ſmoking haſty pudding; Ig 
With which ſhe mixt, for this old Coney This 
Catcher, an honeſt pint of honey, 1 
Then rubb'd a ſalted garlic head | Fil. 
Upon a mouldy cruſt of bread. Rare 
This done, a bowl that formerly This 


Belong d the taylors company, But! 
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And giv'n th' old Greek for his advice 
Bout cabbage, cucumbers, and lice, 
Matters of great concern and weight 
To this large body corporate, 

Of croſs-legg'd thieves, who earn their bread, 
By buck'ram, ftaytape, filk, and thread, 
To make it fine the taylors' beadles 

Had it ſtuck. full of ends of needles, 

Now you muſt know. this bowl of wood. 
Upon a pair of croſs- legs ſtood, 

About a dozen wooden pegs 

Faſten'd this pair of bandy legs; 

Four handles did the fides adorn, 

Two made of wood, and two of horn; 
O'th' top of each of which a pair 

Of heads reſembling ſnipes did ſtare 
With beaks ſo ſharp, in many a caſe 

Of bodkins they ſupply'd the place. 
Three quarts it held, and yet when full 
Could this old ſoaker at a pull 

Drink it half off, and never ſob; 

But few with him could bear a bob: 
This-bowl-the nymph of high degree, 

As handfome as a cook ſhould be, 

Fill'd with the drink, of which I boafted, 
Rare Yorkſhire ale with apples roaſted, 
This for the quack did ſhe prepare, 

But he came in for th' leſſer ſhare x 
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For Neſtor always did forcaſt 
To pet the firſt-tip, and the laſt, 


Their thirſt be'ng partly quench'd they chatter 


Of this and that, and t'other matter; 

And tho' Patroclus now drew near, 

They made ſuch din they could not hear, 

Nor ſee, before he did preſent 

His proper ſelf before the tent. 

Neſtor then ſtarting makes a ſtir, 

And cries, Your humble ſervant, ſir, 

I'm mighty glad to fee you here, 

Pleaſe to walk in and take a chair. 
Patroclus thus ; I cannot fit, 

But with your leave will ſtand a bit; 

For I have heard my granny fay, . 

That whilſt you ſtand, you do not ſtay, 

Achilles ſaw your cart go paſt, 

And therefore ſent me out in haſte, - 

To learn what maim'd old Grecian your 

Bald naggs were lugging to the ſhore ; 

But to my.grief I plainly view, 

Old friend Mac aon it was you. 


This to Achilles will I carry 


With ſpeed, ſo aſk me not to tarry. 
T'1} tell him, what L ſce and hear; 


But if I ſtay, you know he'll ſwear, 


Neſtor replies, it now about us 
Achilles aſks, and doth not flout us, 
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PI! tell you all for this misfortune 

Is nought to what's behind the curtain 

This learned ſkilful doctor's not 

The only man that's bruis'd or ſhot, 

But many a mighty hero's fled 

To cure a broken ſhin cr head; 

Ulyſſes has got ſuch a ſtroke 

That half his ribs are almoſt broke, 

And the brave Diomed I know 

Is wounded ſorely in his toe 

Beſides, the blood by gallons flows 

From great Eurypolus's noſe ; 

But whether we are drubb'd or no 

Achilles doth not care a ſtraw ; 

Nay, ſhould the "Trojans burn our fleet, 

| reckon he'll be glad to ſec't: 

Greek after Greek is ſmaſh'd in hurry, 

For which he's rather pleas'd than ſorry. 

The devil fetch Old Time, I ſay, 

For ſtealing all my ſtrength away: 

0! that I was but {till as ſtrong 

As when I drove the world along ! 

From Elis fetch'd a roaring bull, 
nd crack'd Ityminæus' ſcull ; 

drove th' Epeans all like thunder, 

ind got the lord knows what of plunder 
heir herds of ſheep when we did meet 'em 
Ve very ſeldom fail'd to eat em; 
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Then ſtole their breeding mares, all big 
With foal, and many a goat and pig 
"Theſe things I did when but a boy, 
And made my daddy jump for joy: 
Elis, thus baſted, hung their ears, 

And grumb'ling paid their old arrears 3 
And Pylian knights, ſo ſpecial poor, 
They turn'd a farthing three times o'er 
Before it went, now feund their breeches 
Pockets too ſhallow for their riches. 
When Elis firſt came out to fight us, 
They thought they eaſily could fright us, 
Becauſe one Hercules, a bully, 

Had almoſt done our buſineſs fully : 
Twelve lads my father got, and he 
Kill'd ev'ry ſoul of em but me; 

In this condition did we meet 'em, 
Reſolv'd to loſe our lives or beat em, 
Which faith we did, and made 'em glad 
To give to my old cruſty dad 

Three dozen ewes, they ow'd him that 
For cheating him o' th* gold-lac'd hat, 
Which he h: d won at May-Day fair 

By proving the beſt cudgel play'r ; 

Both his lac'd hat, and cudgel too 
The conſtable detain'd, but now 
We made the rogues ſeverely rue, 
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What more we got, myſelf dealt out 
Amongſt our jolly boys ſo ſtout ; 
But in three days they came again, 
Both horſes, carts, and drunken men, 
Old Actor's ſons, two roaring bullies, 
Tho' young, led on this drove of cullies : 
Thryoeſſa a pretty village, 
Not fam'd, as you may think, for tillage, 
Pecauſe upon a rock it lay, 
Was the laſt place we had that way; 
That little town, if you'll enquire, 
Ended the bound of Pylos' ſhire, 

Twas there theſe raſcals came to ſee us, 
und croſs'd the rivulet Alphæus; 
But Mrs. Pallas one dark night 

Vhiſper'd, Turn out, my boys, and fight, 
Vhich made us long to leave our rock 

nd march, to give the dogs a knock; 
| firſt got ready, but my dad, 

\fraid leſt they ſhould hurt his lad, 
Lock'd up my coat and cudgel too, 

and ſwore by Jove I ſhould not go; 
put wilful I reſolv'd to do't, 
do tramp'd it all the way on foot. 
dy Minyas ſtream we puſh'd the bowl, 
Vhilſt we look'd o'er the muſter roll, 
ud long before the day begun 

Ve got our buffſkin doublets on; 
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Then march'd to reach Alphæus ſtream, 
W hither by twelve d'clock we came: 
Quickly, to ſet all right above, 

We cook'd a dinner up for Jove, 

Of ſomething very go-d and hot, 

Tho' what it was i've quite ſorgot: 
Minerva had a dinner too, 

The udder of a rare old cow : 

/i\phzus came a meal to ſcek, 

For him we ſtew'd a fine bull's cheek : 
Neptune we knew was ſtall'd with fiſh, 
We therefore cook'd him up a diſh 

Of l-an- bull beef with cabbage fry'd, 
And a full pot of beer beſide : 

Bubble * they call this Ciſh and ſqueak ;- 
Our taylors dine on't thrice a week. 
By th' water ſide all night we kept, 
And in our buffſkin doublets ſlept. 

Th' Epeans, with their loins all bound 
In carrier's belts, the town ſurround; 
Soon as the red-fac'd fiery ſun 

To ſhew his whiſkers had begun, 

We met the dogs prepar'd for battle, 
And clubs, and ſtaves, and broomſticks rattle 


1 Fry'd beef and cabbage is a diſh ſo well kno! 


by the name of bubble and ſqueak in town, that it! 


only for the ſake of my country readers I inſert ti! 
note, 


Kine 
Wit! 
Tw 
To t 
A gi 
Amo 
Mad: 
| ſeiz 
And 
My en 
And 

juſt! 
Drive 
I ſmo 
And 1 
Full f 
Tis 1 
As mi 
Was 
Now - 
Conta 
But 0 
With 

Two j 
F rom! 
You | 
ip 


» 


* 


HOMER' ILIA D. 
King Augeas ſon firſt tumbl'd down, 
With a good thumping knock o' th' crown; 
Twas I that gave the broken head 
To this great ſpouſe of Agamede, 
A girl ſo ſkilfull that ſhe knew 
Amongſt all kind of herbs, that few 
Made bitter drink fo well as rue : 
| ſerz'd his cart when he was down, 
And drove as if't' had been my own: 
My men all follow'd, I led on 
And made theſe bold Epeans run : 
Juſt like a whirlwind which in town 
Drives butchers ſtalls and green ſhops down! 
| ſ\moak'd the rogues, my cudgel maul'd 'em, 
And my ſharp-pointed broomſhaft gaul'd em 
Full fifty carts that day I took, 
Tis true, my friends, for all you look 
As much ſurpriz'd as if that I 
Was cooking up a thund'ring lye; 
Now you muſt know each cart I got 
Contain'd two bully-backs of note; 
But when we came to a diſpute, 
With eaſe { kick'd the ſcoundrels out; 
Two in each cart you ſay? why then 
From fifty carts a hundred men 
You kick'd that day? Yes, Sir, it's true, 
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And Actor's ſons had gone to pot, 7 
But Neptune on their fides they'd got; 

To fave their bacon, what doth he A 
But pops a cloud *twixt them and me, T 
So thick, one mouthful did I'm ſure 11 
Make me ſtand coughing half an hour; Hi 


Howe'er I drove the reſt in flocks 

As far as the Olinian rocks ; 

But where Aliſeum's waters drop, 
Pallas call'd out, You'd better ſtop 
Yet even there I came i' th' nick 

To lend the laſt damn'd rogue a kick: 
Smite both my eyes, I ſcorn to puff, 
But here twas I that work'd their buff; 
On my ſtrong fiſt this fray depended, 
Neſtor began, and Neſtor ended. 

Our parſons then, to crown this jobb, 
Order'd long pray'rs to hum the mob 
At Pyle; where the folks, d'ye ſee, 
Thank'd Madam Pallas firſt, then me: 
Thus, when my youthful blood took fire, After 


I box'd it ſtoutly for my ſhire. We 1 
The paſſion of this chum of yours Stron 
Has kick'd his reaſon out of doors ; As lo 
When we have trudg'd it to the devil, 'Twa 
Who values then his being civil, And { 


Unleſs the bully will agree 
To hang himſelf for company ? 
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The day I ever ſhall remember, 

I think 'twas ſometime in December, 

And blow'd a mackrel gale when we 

To muſter ſoldiers put to ſea 

I and Ulyſles landed where 

His father kept the Old Black Bear 

Th” old fellow with his handmaid Nelly, 
Was cutting timber for the belly ; 

A bull upon a ſpit he puts, 

And gave to whoring Jove the guts ; 

Thy good old dad and thee were turning 
The ſpit, to keep the meat from burning z 
Achilles help'd to bear a bob, 

For troth it was a warmiſh jobb; 15 
He was the firſt of all to ſpy us, 4 fi 
And made a leg as he came nigh us, 

Told us if we would pick a bit, 

He'd cut a lice from off the ſpit ; 

We neither of us were ſo nice 

As ſtay to be entreated twice; 

After twelve pots were fairly out 

We mention'd what we came about. 

Strong beer will oft make men, you know, 
As loving as a Trinculo ; 

"Twas ſo with you two bucks, you kiſs'd us, 
And ſwore by Jove you would aſſiſt us: 

Your dads ſpake words worth tuns of gold; I 
Old Peleus ſaid, My ſon be bold. 1 , 
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Your father's ſpeech was rather longer ; 
Quoth he, Tho' Peleus' ſon be ſtronger, 
And for his mother had a witch, 

Yet when upon too high a pitch 

He raves and ſwears, mind you and cool him, | 
And then you eaſily may rule him, 
Thus ſpake your dad ; but you I find 
Have quite forgot, or elſe don't mind ; 
Tho' if you will but try, you may 

(A will can always find a way) 
Perſwade him to aſſiſt us now, 

I know he'll do a deal for you : 

But if ſome fortune-telling witch, 

Some long-chin'd, long-nos'd ugly bitch 
Of Mother Shipton's breed, has made 
His mighty heart and pluck afraid, 

Tell him to lend his coat to you 

That partly may our buſineſs do: 
Troy's bluſtring rogues will change their note 
Soon as they ſee his thick-ſet coat, 
Thinking he's ſally'd out to find 'em, 
They'll run, and never look behind 'em; 
Back to their village will they ſcamper, 

Nor longer thus our Grecians hamper. 

At hearing of this doleful ditty, 

The bold Theſſalian, touch'd with pity, 
Whip'd him about, and o'er the plain 
With all his ſpeed ran back again. 
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It happen'd as he croſs'd a place 
Where Cox, a juſtice of the peace, 
Was ſending little whores to jail 

For want of pence as well as bail, 
Juſt where Ulyſſes' cock-boats lay, 
From whence, a very little way, 
Their jolly parſons us'd to pray, 
Eurypylus he there did ſpy 

As the great chief came hopping by 
With a ſad prick upon his thigh, 

The pain it gave him was ſo great 
He like a dray-horſe ſmoak'd with ſweat ; 
But I would have it underſtood, 

Tho' he look'd blue, his heart was good : 
Patroclus could not help from crying 
To ſee him limp along; when ſighing 
He thus begins : Now, by my ſoul, 
You've got into a damn'd bad hole; 
In an ill day ye ſure ſet out, 

To get fo drubb'd and kick'd about, 
But ſay my friend how matters ſtand ; 
Doth Hector hold his heavy hand, 

Or ſtill beſtir his wooden ſabre, 

And all your backs and fides belabour. 
The chief replies, and faintly reels, 
This day ſhall Greece kick up her heels : 

This day will end her former glories, 
And Grecian whigs give way to tories; 
Vol, Il, L 
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The hearts of oak that led us on 

All black and blue on board are gone, 

Where Hector threats with dreadful ire | 

To pay us off with ſword and fire, 

Firmly reſolv'd to drive us out, | 

He ſwears by all that's good he'll do't ; | 

But I could wiſh that you, my Friend, | 

At this ſore pinch a hand would lend 

To find the point of this curſt arrow; 

But borrow firſt our butcher's barrow 

To wheel me off, then to the wound F 

A plaiter put to make it ſound ; 

You beſt know what, becauſe you were 

*Prentice to Surgeon Drake three year. 

Surgeons of note we have but two, 

And one now hghts the Trojan crew; 

The other miſerable elf 

Is bruis'd, and cannot help himſelf. 
Paulus thus replies, my friend, 

God knows where this ſtrange work will end, 

I crought a meſſage to our grandſire, 

And was returning with his anſwer 

J yreat Achilles; ut although 

He's an impatient wh-Ip you know, 

Before I'll leave you in the mud, 

Lin et him {ivear till ſwearing's good. 

Tun, ravugh it made his ſinews crack, 


He took the bully on his back, 
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His handmaid ſpy'd him from the boats, 
Riding juſt like a ſack ot oats, 

Gueſſing he'd got a broken head, 

Or ſome d - kick.o'th' guts, ſhe ſpread 
An old cow's hide upon his bed. 
Patroclus then with very narrow 
Inſpection found the point o'th' arrow, 
Which he pull'd out as ſoon as found, 
Aud making water in the wound, 
Wrapp'd an old clout a little greaſy 
About the thigh, and left him eaſy, 
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HOMER's ILIAD. 


CE GU MENT. 


Ty E Grecian curPÞd and knotty pates 
Are drib'n behind their ſhabby gates; 
Hector comes on in furious haſte 

Their mangey ſides and ribs to baſte; 
But on a ſudden as he goes 

Finds a ſmall ditch acroſs his noſe, 
On which Polydamas roars out, 

Do carts and horſes cannot do't, 

On foot we'll quickly rumble through't ; 
For though what horſes we have got 
Can leap, we are ſure the cart cannot. 
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This council, though it did not cofl 

A ſingle teſter, was not bot ; 

Both Cut and Long Tail, Black and Grey, 
Mitb all their. carts they ſent away; 
Then fell by th ears, when to their view 
Appear'd a long-legg'd heron-ſue 

That ſhit an eel : at this dread fight 
Pelydamas in woeful fright 

Comes to his brother Hector ping, 

And begg'd him to give over cuffing. 
Hector, reſolv'd to make em feel, 
Damn'd both the heron-ſue and eel ; 

And ſince he's got ſo far he ſwears, 

He'll pull their wall about their ears, 
Sarpedon tos made diſmal rout, 

And threw their hedging flakes about, 
Pulling them from the wall ſo faſt, 

He made a ſwinging gap at laſt. 

Then Hector takes him up a ſtone, 

Such as our miles are mark'd upon, 

Or rather leſs ; with this he batters 

Thetr gates, and breaks them all to Hattert; ; 
Then ruſhing forward duſts their coats, 
Ind drives them all on board their boats. 
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T OW whilſt Patroclus play'd the quack, 
The mob each other's bones did thwack, 
Gave and receiv'd confounded raps 

With many a dowling ſlap o'th' chaps. 

On Childermas, a luckleſs day, 

Their ſhabby wall of mud they fay 

Was rais'd, which made it ſoon give way; 
But Homer had a better reaſon, 

Why it wouid hardly laſt a ſcaſon: 

They hurry'd fo to get it up, 

They did not kill a ſingle tup, 

Or bull, or cow, to give their pack 

Of wooden gods a little ſnack : 

This made their hungry parſons grumble, 
And ſwear by G-- d the wall would tumbee:; 
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And ſuch a caſe, I'm pretty clear, 
Would make a chriitian parſon ſwear, 
When people ccaſe their gods to ſerve, 
The joliy prieſts of courſe mult ſtarve 
For far leſs crimes the bulls of Rome 
Have roar'd and ſcarr'd all Chriſtendom 
And had not one Sir Luther Marcin 
Found that their roaring was but fartinz, 
To this good day our empty ſculls 

Had been humbugg'd by Peter's bulls. 
They ſay, if God don't build the houſe, 
Your labour is not worth a louſe ; 

But if he builds, we ſurely then 

Should keep, and pay, his journeymen. 
His journeymen ! pray who are they 
That we mult keep as well as pay ? 
Why, reverend prieſts, you head of cod, 
They are the journeymen of God, 

And rare good journeymen they make, 
All kinds of work they undertake ; 

For be it ſpoken to their praiſe, 

They'll do their duty twenty ways 

And rather than they'll live in ſtrife, 
Will do your duty for your wite : 

In ſhort, a well-taught prieſt will try 

To get a lick at ev'ry pye. 

Howe'er, in ſpite of all their ſwearings, 
This wall, *till they were dead as herrings, 
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Stood on its legs, though thump'd about, 
And liv'd to ſee both parties out 

But when the Trojan bones were rotten, 
And all the Grecian rogues forgotten, 
Then did a pack of rivers join 

Theſe walls of mud to undermine ; 
Their names were Rheſus and Scamander, 
On which ſwam many a gooſe and gander 
Eſepus and Heptoporus, 

With Simois and Grenicus ; 

Careſus next, and Rhodius black 

With kennel mud, both join'd the pack. 
They ſay, Apollo muſter'd all 

Theſe ſtreams to tumble down this wall; 
And left their labour ſhould be vain, 
Jove ſent a thund'ring ſhow'r of rain; 
Then Neptune ſeiz'd the time to work, 
And play'd the devil with his fork, 
Threw all the dirt about and ſticks, 

Old broken pots, and ends of bricks, 
And like our bumkins ſpreading dung, 
The mud and ſtones about he flung 

So dextrouſly, he laid the ſhore 

As level as it was before, 

(Which made th' next generation ſwear, 
The de'cl a wall had &er been there, 
But Homer knew there was, and I 

Am ſure th' old fellow ſcorn'd to lye. ) 


HOMER's ILIAD. 225 
And now the rivers fac'd about 
To find their antient currents out; 
Some to croſs vales and drain out bogs, . 
Others to waſh the ſties of hogs 
But this would be ſome other term, 
As yet it ſtood ſecure and firm; 
Nor had the Trojans done it hurt, 05 
Though they kept pelting ſtones and dirt; 0 
And half the Greeks in woeful fright. 8 
Durſt not ſo much as tarry by't, : i 
For thinking Hector very ſoon {1 
Would knock their crazy bulwarks down, ; 
And not content to overturn 'em, | 
Go ſtave their rotten boats, or burn 'em, 9 
The better half of theſe bold fighters WW 
Ran like bewitch'd to launch their lighters 
For an excuſe the cowards all 
Swore Jove had had ſo great a call 
For courage all that week, his ſtore ; 
Could not produce a tpoonful more a 
To help the Iluckle!s Greeks this bout, 44 
And their own brandy ca was out. „ 
Pale fear, when brandy did not back em, 
Was always ready to attack 'em ; 1 
Wich now ſhe did in Hector's thape, 
And made the varlets run and gape; 
Far juſt as ſchoolboys kick a ball 
This furious Trojan kick'd 'em all. 
Ls 
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Like a mad * ox from Smithfield driven 
By butcher's ſcoundrels, John and Stephen, 
That gores and toſſes in the air 

The blind and lame that can't get clear. 
Thus ev'ry Greek that wanted cunning, 
Or heels to ſave himſelf by running, 
Hector belabour'd with his ſwitch, 

Or kick'd him quite acroſs the ditch ; 
But when the Trojans reach'd the ſide 
Of this great ditch full three feet wide, 
It made a ſhift to ſtop their courſes, 
Ditches won't do for carts and horſes. 
The wiſe Polydamas ſoon ſaw 

The cart tits could no further go, 

So cock'd his mouth, and cry'd halloo, 


Hip, brother Hector, hark a word, 


T his ditch will ſtop us by the Lord, 
Unleſs with one conſent we light, 
And boldly march on foot to fight; 
Therefore do you, and ev'ry friend, 
'That came a helping hand to lend, 
To this my good advice attend: 


* I have heard this evil would long ago have been 
put a ſtop to, and beaſts not ſuffered to be driven 
through the city, but it was appehended it would 
breed great contuſion to take the freedom of the city 

from horned cattle, 


« YA 
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Our tits can do no more I think 
Than bring us to the very brink 


Where now we ſtand ; but if we make em 


Attempt to leap, tis odds we ſtake em 
Upon a plaguy ugly row 

Of baker's billets there below; 
Beſides, betwixt the ditch and wall, 
There is not room for carts and all; 
Tho' the great thund'rer Jove this bout 
Has help'd the Trojans rarely out, 
And made the Grecians fight fo tardy, 
Don't let it make our nobs fool hardy. 
If he theſe varlets will demoliſh, 
And all their bullying race aboliſh, 
The only wiſh that I can lend em 


Is, that this night he'll let us end 'em; 


But ſhould they turn about to peep, 
And fee us crouded on a heap, 

Where we can neither fight nor run, 
They'd ſmaſh us ev'ry mother's ſon ; 
Nor would the rogues one Trojan ſpare 
To tell the world what fools we were. 
Then gape with great attention pray, 
And ſwallow ev'ry word I ſay. 

We muſt to make theſe raſcals mind us, 
Send all our nags and carts behind us. 
When Hector leads us on a foot, 
The odds are lix to ond we do't 3 
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This 1s the only way to get 'em, 


And this good day, pleaie God, we'll ſweat em. 


Hector was pleas'd within his heart 
With this advice, ſo left his cart, 


Jump'd on the ground with ſuch a bang, 


It made his metal buttons twang ; 

W hich when the other bloods did ſee, 
They all jump'd down as well as he, 
And bid their drunken carters file off, 
And wait i'th' rear about a mile off; 
Then into five good ſturdy packs 
Divided all their bully backs; 

The firſt, a race of bucks to ſtand by, 
Were headed by the Trojan Granby, 
Call'd Hector in the Greek. He was 
Aſſiſted by Polydamas, 

And boid Cebriones, a wight 

Could drive a cart as well as fight. 
The ſecond, and a ſturdy band, 

'The whoring Paris did command. 
Alcathous lent this varlet help, 

And bold Agenor join'd the whelp. 
'The third obey'd two ſons of Priam, 
Fellows almoſt as tall as I am; 
Deiphobus, a mighty Sir, 

And Helenus, a conjurer; 

To whom was added Aſius, 

A fiery buck from Hyrtacus; 
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His geldings were a yellow dun, 
But better cart tits never run. 
Antenor's ſons the fourth obey'd, 
Join'd with that Preſbyterian blade, 
Pious Eneas, who they ſay, 
Cold ſtoutly box as well as pray, 
Which none will wonder at that hears, 
He ſerv'd Old Noll in all his wars, 
Whoſe rogues, unlike our modern. dull dogs, 
Could pray like ſaints, and fight like bull dogs. 
The laſt tough band was drove with ſpeed on 
By a bold fellow called Sarpedon, 
A Lycian country 'ſquire, whoſe hounds 
Had almoſt eaten up his grounds, 
Which made him venture in this fray, 
Like ſome of our militia, 
To box for honour and for pay. 
Glaucus did help to guide this crew, 
And bold Aſteropheus too, 
Two bucks. as bold as bold could be, 
But he was boldeſt of the three. 
Each hardy Trojan as he goes 
Holds up his potlid o'er his noſe, 
For fear he might in this tough bout 
Get one or both his eyes knock'd out. 
'Thus they proceed through mud and * 
Spur'd onward with. a keen deſire, 
To ſet the Grecian boats on fire; 
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Certain their hopes will now be crown'd 
To ſee the ſcoundrels burnt or drown'd, . 
W hilſt thus the Trojans ſans delay, 

'Their leader's good advice obey, 

The huff-bluff Aſius kept his dray, 

And drove his tits along the plain, 

But never brought 'em back again; 

No more this giddy headſtrong boy 

Je' up'd his yellow duns to Troy; 

But when he reach'd the other ſide 
Idomeneus drubb'd his hide, 

Now to the left he ſmok'd along, 

Amidſt a motley Grecian throng 

Of rogues, that made confounded ſkips 
To reach their rotten boats and ſhips ; 
None look behind to help their mates, 
But dart like light'ning through the gates; 
As rabbits pop into their holes, 

When dogs diſturb 'em, ſo in ſhoals 

The Greeks forſook each brake and thicket, 
And pop'd their noddles through the wicket 3 
When they were there, the better half 
Could hardly think they yet were ſafe, 
Thicher this bluſt'ring hero flew 

With his mad, roaring, ranting crew, 

In wond'rous hopes the Greeks io ſouſe, 
Hopcs that turn'd out not worth a louſe, 
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Two bloods ſprang up to guard the gates, 
With brawney backs, and boom- proof pates. 
Since to relate their names it meet is, 
I'll do't; the firſt was Polepetes. 
Perithous us'd to trim his mother, 
And got him; but who got the other 
I can't aſſert, or when or where, 
That he was got is pretty clear, 
And chriſten'd too, becauſe his dad 
Call'd him Leontous when a lad: 
Both from the Lapith's race did ſpring, 
Bold rogues as ever ſtretch'd a ſtring. 
Like two thick poſts of oak or firr, 
That neither carts nor drays can ſtir, 
(Though drunken draymen drive their dray 
Againſt them forty times a day) 
So firmly ſtood before the gates 
This pair of bloods with wooden pates, 
Nor car'd a ſtraw what Afius* crew 
Of roaring, noiſy whelps could do, 
Tho' in his front Oreſtes was 
Join'd with a buck call'd Acamas 
And Benomaus did appear 
With ſerjeant Thoon in the rear; 
But all the airs that they could put on 
Did hardly ſignify a button; 
They threw great broomſticks all in vain, 
And got their labour for their pain, 
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The beſom-ſhafts that hit the gates, 
And thoſe that hit theſe fellows” pates, 
Bounc'd with the very ſelf-ſame ſound, . 
From gates and pates upon the ground, 
Which proves that both were ſure enough 
Made of the ſelf-ſame kind of ſtuff; 

But till theſe Lapiths fight and bawl, 
And on the Grecian: blackguards call ; 
Yet they ſaw the raſcals run, 

As Engliſh guards by chance have done, 
They ventured by themſelves to ſtay, 
Nor would they ſtir an inch, not they. 
Like Amadis de Gaul theſe elves 

Fac'd a. whole army by themſelves: 
ITnus have I ſeen in buſhy grounds 
Two badgers ſight a pack of hounds, . 
Bite co tue bone each forward whelp, . 
And. make the puppies run and yelp ; 
So theſe two bucks maintain the battle, 
Tho? broomſtaves made their noddles rattle. 
Now whilſt the Greeks poſſeſſion keep 
O'th' the walls, they box it ancle deep 
To ſave their rotten boats and lighters, | 
The devil never {aw ſuch fighters. 

As when a keen north wind doth blow, 


And brings along both 'leet and ſnow, 


You cannot ſce fo faſt it ſn»ws 
Above a yard before your noſe, . 
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As thick as this, or very nigh, 

Brickbats and ſtones and broomſhafts fly, 
Spring from their buff-ſkins with a bound, 
And hollow pates and potlids ſound. 
When Aſius found his labour loſt, 

To make theſe hangdogs quit their poſt, 
Nor ſtir an inch, do all he could, 

He then began to damn his blood; 

And in a furious paſſion cries, 

Rot me but Jove himſelf tells lies, 

Elſe we ſhould long ago have ſows'd 'em, 
And either in the falt ſea dows'd 'em, 

Or fir'd their boats and ſing'd the dogs, 
As city butchers ſinge their hogs ; 

But like a ſwarm of waſps hard preſt, 
That gather thick to guard their neſt, 
Like them this ſpiteful Grecian fry, 
Kick, ſcratch, and bite, and ſting, and dye; 
But what moſt frets my guts and gall 
Two thickſcull'd ſcoundrels ſtop us all; 
"Tis eaſier far to break the gates 

Than either of theſe raſcal's pates. 
Whilſt thus he fum'd as if he'd ſplit, 
Jove did not mind his noiſe a bit, 

But ſat conſid'ring with great care, 

How all the glory he could ſpare 
Might fall to honeſt Hector's ſhare ; 
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And like a taylor pinch'd for cloth 

To make a ſuit, yet very loath 

To give it up and leave undone 

A job he'd ſet his heart upon; 

So Jove who'd promis'd Troy he'd let em 
Kick all the Greeks about, and ſweat em, 
Was father puzzl'd how he might 
Manage this hubble-bubble fight, 

And not deſtroy the Grecians quite; 

But yet he ſwears, though hard put to't, 
(Like Snip the taylor with his ſuit) 

He'd find fome way to piece it out. 

The Trojans try'd the other gates, 

And in return got broken pates; 

Nor was that all fo ſhow'rs ofr ſtones 

The foremoſt hit, and brake their bones. 
O Butler's ſpirit help me out 

To ſing each decd and hero ſtout; 

How Greece, like battle royal cocks, 

Both gave and took moſt bloody knocks, 
Whilſt all the gods, for whom theſe ſinners 
Had often cook'd up handſome dinners, 
Durſt neither wag a hand or foot 

To help their croney Grecians out, 

Not but they long'd to join the riot ; 

'T was Jove that made the whelps be quiet. 
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But tho' the Grecian gods were civil, 
Yet by th' aſſiſtance of the devil, 

Or ſome old Scots or Lapland witches, 
This pair of thickſcull'd ſons of bitches | 
In mighty wrath kept boxing on, 

And knock'd the foremoſt Trojans down, 
One Damaſus a bully rock 

From Polypcetes got a knock, 

So hard he hit his noddle, that 

His brains came ſmoking through his hat; 
Then Ormenus he tumbled down, 

And crack'd poor Peter Pylon's crown; 
Leontius then began to ſtickle, 

And laid Hippomachus in pickle ; 

Next wav'd his quarterſtaff, and ſoon 
Antiphates came rumbling down, 

Juſt as he ſtepp'd from out the ranks 

He reach'd his legs and broke his ſhanks 
Iamenus, a Trojan true, 

With Menon and Oreſtes too, 

He nick'd them as full butt they came on, 


And in a paſſion laid a lame on. 
Now Hector and Polydamas ; 
Were cuffing at another paſs, 6 
Back by a bluſt'ring Trojan crew 
Of fellows pick'd, and all true blue, | 
Reſolv'd to fre the Grecian fleet, 


And Hector juſt ſtark mad to ſee't. 
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As they ſtood gaping in the air, 

A dreadful omen made em ſtare: 

A Heron going out to ſteal 


Some fiſh for breakfaſt caught an eel, 
Which he ſoon gobbl'd down to fill him, 


But did not take much time to kill him, 


On which the eel made ſuch a rout, 
Within his gut he ſhit him out 

Juſt at the very time he flew 

Over this noiſy roaring crew; 

But the poor heron ſcream'd fo loud. 
To loſe his breakfaſt, all the croud 
Whip'd up their eyes to look, and ſoon 
They ſaw the ee] come tumbling down. 
The dreadful fight amaz'd 'em ſo, 


You might have fell'd them with a ſtraw. 


'The wiſe Polydamas we find 
Rumbl'd this matter in his mind, 
But could not from his gizzard phuck. 
The eel, it in his ſtomach ſtuck, 
On which he with a ſapient look 
Thus to his brother Hector ſpoke : 
Brother, ſays he, you often ſwear, 
When you my faithful counſel hear; 
And tho' I ſpeak but what I think, 


You ſtill will damn, and curſe, and ſink; 


But I'm a Trojan, and. ſhan't ceaſe 
To ſpeak my mind in war or peace ;. 
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All Engliſhmen that do ſo now, 
'The people call them Trojans true ; 
Then take my ceunſel if you chuſe it, 
If not, you' re welcome to refuſe it: 
*Tis for your credit what I ſay, 
For you command, and I obey. * 
This day depend you'll never do't, 
(Don't ſwear *till you have heard me out) 
The truth I never will conceal : 
This ſcreaming bird that ſhit the eel, 
Jove ſent juſt now to let us know 
How matters with ourſelves will go : 
The bird had gobbl'd up his prey, 
But could not carry it away ; 
So will it fare with us depend on't ; 
I'm ſure it will, ſo mark the end on't : 
For though we tumble down the wall, 
And fire their rotten boats and all, 
I'll eat my hat, if Jove don't drop us, 
Or play ſome queer royue's trick to ſtop us, 
This by my ſecond-ſight I know, 
And Endor's witch will tell you fo ; 
Or if ſhe won't, by holy Paul, 
PII make her conjure up king Saul, 

Hector replies in ſober ſadneſs, 
You'd make a man eat hay for madneſs ; 
Confound you for a conj'ring knave, 
Is this the beſt advice you have? 


237 


238 TRR TWELFTH BOOK or 


You know much better things I'm clear, 
But dare not ſpeak your mind for fear, 
Did not Jove ſend down Madam Iris, 
The rainbow wench, whoſe tai) on fire is, 
To tell us we their bones ſhould thwack ? 
Then who the devil would turn back ? 
Did not his ruſty bom+ſhel! roll 

Till it half crack'd his muſtard bowl? 
And all the noiſe was to the right, 

Only to egg us on to fight, 

And think you I'll ſuch orders ſlight, : 
Or let a ſlipp'ry eel god wot 

Tell me if I ſhel] fight or not. 

I own I may a motion feel . 

To eat a lice of collar'd eel ; 

But eels can never, I've a notion, 

Make Hector feel a running motion. 

A brave man waves his cudgel high, 
Aſking no witch the reaſon why, 

But for his country's cauſe ding dong 
Let's fly his broomſtick right or wrong; 
But for thy part, I'm pretty ſure, 

Let who will fall thou'lt ſleep ſecure ; 
When all thy friends by ſcores are dropping, 
Thou'lt find ſome dirty hole to pop in; 
But it one ſingle Trojan follow, 

Such rogue's examples, by Apollo, 
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I'll keep this broomſtick ready for ye þ 
To crack your noddle in a hurry. 
At this he ran, and made a halloo | 
For all his ragged rogues to follow. 
Theſe truſty "Trojans one and all 
Obey their roaring leader's call, 
Run to the wall as well as he, 
And ſhout to bear him company. 
Then Jove from Ida ſent, a guſt, 
And blinded all the Greeks with duſt, 
A ſtratagem he juſt then thought on 
Would greatly help this Trojan Broughton, 
Thus back'd by Jove theſe Royſters batter, 
The walls and gates with dreadful clatter, 
Pull up the ſtakes that fence the wall, 
And down the dirt and pebbles fall ; 
But till the half-blind Grecians yet 
Battl'd as high as they could get, 
And ſent a nimble- footed ſwain 
To beg the tanners in Long- lane 
Would lend them all their hides in hair, b 
And tann'd one's too that they could ſpare, li 
With horns and hoofs, all which they laid | 
To ſtop the gaps that Hector made; 1 
Then cloſe, and box it tooth and nail, Y 
Whilſt broomſticks fly about like hail. 

The two Ajaces ſtirr'd their ſtumps, | 
And whilſt they deal moſt bitter thumps 4 
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Amongſt the Trojans, were not ſlack 

To clap their comrades on the back. 

The brave recovered ſoon their fright, 

But rogues they kick'd to make em fight; 

Whilſt one employ'd both foot and hand 

In drubbing rogues that durſt not ſtand, 

The other ſpoke theſe words, or near it; 

And no bad ſpeech ; but you ſhall hear it : 
Ye Grecians, who at country fairs 

Have ſhewn yourſelves good cudgel play'rs, 

By which you've got both hats and fame, 

And ye who hope to do the ſame, 

Tho' ev'ry man can't box his two, 

Yet ſomething ev'ry man may do; 

The ftrong good ſturdy thumps may deal 

To make yon ſcoundrel Trojans feel, 

And roar as loud as they, and louder; 

The weak will make good food for powder: 

A day is come when great and ſmall 

Muſt look out ſharp, there's work for all, 

And ev'ry buck that is but bold 

May gain new fame, or ſplice the old, 

Hearten the valiant on, and ſtop 

The ſneaking rogues that give it up. 

Then tune your ruſty windpipes all, 

And roar as loud as you can bawl; 

For tho' we yield to Troy in whoring, 

We ſure can match the dogs in roaring. 
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Thus, if Jove pleaſes, we once more 

May drub 'em as we've done before, 

This ſpeech reviv'd their courage ſo, 

That ſhow'rs of broken pots they throw. 

Have you not ſeen a ſodamite 

Advanced a very proper height 

Upon a rare machine, which we 

The vulgar call a pillory, 

So faſt and thick the crowd below 

Their rotten eggs and dung beſtow, 

You ſee in leſs than half an hour 

The rogue and pillory cover'd\o'er 

So faſt did broken pots and ſtones 

Fly down to break the Trojans' bones. 

Now Hector and his bucks did ftrive 

The gates from off the hooks to drive; 

But did not gain of ground one inch, 

Nor would the purblind Grecians flinch. 

Jove quickly ſaw ſome help they'd need on, 

So ſent his baſtard, bold Sarpedon, 

And blew his courage up ſo high, 

He did not ſeem to walk but fly. 

A greaſy leather coat he wore, 

And high in air his potlid bore : 

A mighty furious targe it was, 

Made of a cowſkin tipp'd with braſs, 

He ſhook two broomſtaves thick and ſtrong, 

And frowning lugg'd his knaves along. 
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Thus have I ſeen an ill-look'd thief, 

By ſailors call'd a preſs-gang chief, 

Look fierce, tho* by a mob purſu'd, 

And ſton'd and hiſs'd at by the crowd; 

Yet "ſpite of all the diſtant war 

deizes ſome helpleſs, friendleſs tar: 

Juſt ſo this roaring blade Sarpedon 

His Lycian ſhirtleſs rogues did lead on, 
Darting ſuch looks againſt the wall, 

As if he'd cat it ſtones and all ; 

Then ſquinting at his truſty friend, 

Who always did his ſteps attend, 

Thus ſpeaks : I'm fore afraid, friend Glaucus, 
That all the neighbouthood-will joke us; 
What boots it then to have it ſaid, 

That we chief conſtables are made, 

And therefore with churchwardens dine, 
Where we drink beer, and punch, and wine 
Free gratis *, whilſt-poor raſcals gape, 
And as we paſs 'em bow and ſcrape ; 
What ſignifies theſe honours, if 

We don't exceed theſe raff and riff 

As much, or rather more in fighting, 
Than either reading well or writing, 
Making the thickſcull'd varlets ſtare 

To ſee us buy our poſts ſo dear, 


* Free gratis,---The ccmmon people always put 
theſe two words together. 
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And own we've earn'd by toil and ſweat 
More pudding than we e'er ſhall get ; 
Then will each cry, Such folks may be 
Chief conſtable, or lords for me ; 
Could all our cares but ſave our breath, 
Or ward a broken pate from death, 

I would not aſk my friend to fight, 
More might be loſt than gotten by't; 
But fince grim death will, ſoon or late, 
Lend us a ſwinging knock o'th' pate, 
Whether when once the fray's begun, 
We ſtay to box it out or run, 

And old age with his grizle locks, 

Add gouty pains t' our half cur'd pox, 
'The life that brandy, gin, and claps, 
Will help old Time to ſteal by ſcraps, 
Let's boldly riſque ; that people may, 


Whene&er our names are mention'd, ſay, 
With one conſent, both young and old, 


Theſe honeſt ſons are hearts of gold. 


'The ſpeech was hardly clos'd when this chief 
Found his friend ready cock'd for miſchief. 
The Lycians ſhake their ſtaves and follow 


Their leaders with a hoop and halloo, 
As they mov'd forward Peteus' ſon 


Look'd ſharp, and ſaw them coming on, 


Which put him in ſo great afright 
His long lank hair ſtood bolt upright, 
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And in his weem he felt a motion 
As if he'd ta'en a purging potion ; 
But what was worft, he hardly felt it 
Above a moment, ere he ſmelt it: 
On which he peep'd about to ſpy 
If any truſty Greeks were nigh, 
When to his joy he ſaw the places 
Where Teucer ſtood with both th' Ajaces, 
Fighting like devils on a row ; 
To whom he roars, Soho, Soho 
But might as well have ſav'd his wind 
To cool his porridge, for we find 
The clatt'ring cudgels made ſuch noiſe 
As would have drown'd old Stentor's voice, 
Full on the walls their broomſtaves bump, 
And on the gates their brickbats thump, 
Making ſuch fearful din and rout, 
Jove's thunder ſeem'd but farting to't. 
When thus Meneſtheus ſpeaks to Thoos: 
Thoſe Lycian rogues to hell will blow us, 
If you don't run and tell th' Ajaces, 
How lamentably bad our caſe is ; 
Urge them to {camper to our aid, | 
For, o' my foul, I'm fore afraid 
Of that ſame roaring Lycian blade. 

Say from yourſelf, pray how the pox 
Can he defend his centry box? 
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And all alone make good his quarters, 
*Gainſt ſuch a hoſt of Lycian Tartars ; 

But if hard ſwitch'd themſelves they are, 
Beg they will bully Ajax ſpare, 

Along with ſerjeant Teucer, who 

Can do good bus'neſs with his bow. 

Away he.ſtarts,. and like a man 

Through all the croud the beadle ran. 

He found the bullies on the plain 

Boxing it *till they ſmok'd again: 

To whom he cries, Whilſt here you fight 
With riff raff rogues from morn to night, 
Meneſtheus in a ſad condition 

Has ſent me humbly to petition, - 

That ſome of you great heroes ſtout 

Will come with me and help him out ; 

For two great Lycian bullies now 

Threaten to threſh him black and blue: 
But adds, if on this dang'rous pinch, 

You ſeem afraid theſe buffs will flinch, 

He humbly hopes great Ajax, you Sir, 
Will come along with ſerjeant Teucer. 

At this great Ajax fac'd about 

To go himſelf and help him out ; 

But tho' he was no friend to jawing, ; 
And knew *twas time he ſhould be going, | 
He thought it proper now to ſay | 
Something before he march'd away; 
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So made this ſpeech : Brave Lycomede, 
And you Oileus take good, heed 

To keep your poſts, and bath ſtand faſt, 
And battle till your cudgels laſt 

But if ye let your courage fail ye, 
Depend theſe Trojan whelps will nail ye; 
I'll go and drub yon rogues, and then 
You'll ſee how ſoon T'll come again. 
He ſaid no more, but ſans delay, 
Himſelf and potlid walk'd away. 
Teucer along with him did go, 

But got a man to lug his bow, 

A ticket porter call'd Pandion, 

Who brought his knot for it to lie on, 
Now on the wall the Lycians low'r 
Like a black heavy thunder ſhow'r ; 
The Greeks, tho? drubbs, did ſorely grieve em, 
Hold up their potlids to receive *em, 
Renew the fray with double force, 

And roar *till they'r with roaring hoarſe. 
Whilſt thus they ſcuffle, Ajax ſoon 
Came up and fetch'd Epicles down, 

A bottle friend of this Sarpedon, 

But elſe, a man he'd little need on. 
Ajax had pois'd his thund'ring ſtick, 
When he eſpy'd a double brick 

Had tumbl'd from the wall, not two 
Of our poor dogs could throw it now; 
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Nor even with both hands could raiſe, 


(They made large bricks in former days). 


He ſwung it round, away it fled 
Ten yards above the Lycian's head, 
Then fell upon the varlet's crown, 
And with a rattle brought him down. 
Have you not ſeen the yonkers make 
A diving match upon the lake ? 
Halfpence are to the bottom thrown, 
| Which he that fetches calls his own, 
And that they may the deeper fink 


Pop from the trees that ſhade the brink : 


Thus did the luckleſs Lycian fall, 
And nimbly div'd from off the wall; 
But did not when he touch'd the plain 
So nimbly find his legs again. 
Glaucus was lugging at a ſtick, 
When Teucer gave his arm a prick ; 
But as he knew his varlets wou'd 

All run firſt if they ſaw his blood, 

He took good care to hide the gap, 
And whip'd it under his coat lap; 
Then finding he muſt leave the fray, 
Like an old fox he ſtole away. 
Sarpedon ſaw, and it did grieve him 
To find his bully forc'd to leave him 
But his great fury to engage, 

Soon made him turn his grief to rage, 
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He ſeiz'd that time his ſtaff to lay on 

A harmleſs Grecian call'd Alcmaon. 

Inſtant a bloody riv'let lows 

From the unlucky varlet's noſe, 

And as upon the graſs he tumbl'd 

His potlid *gainſt: his jacket rumbl'd. 

Sudden the wall the conq'ror ſhakes, 

And pulls up all the hedging ſtakes ; 

With ſuch a force he ſhook, that ſoon 

Rubbiſh by pecks came tumbling down, 

And made a gap as large and wide 

As mother 's that wou'd if try'd | 

Admit, in any kind of weather, | 

Two troopers on a breaſt together, 

At this bold Teucer twang'd his bow, 

And Ajax let a broomſhaft go. . 

The arrow ſtuck upon his belt, 

The beeſom ſhaft his potlid -felt ; 

But tho' with rage the ſtick was caſt hard, N 

Jove ſwore it ſhould not hurt his baſtard. O 

Howe'er his fury did not ſlack, 

Altho' he drew a little back, 

Not with deſign to run, but that 

He might repay 'em tit for tat, 

Loud as a bell in Stepney ſteeple 

He thus encouraged all his people : 
Lycians who feaſt on cakes and ale, 

Let not your noble courage fail, 
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Elſe Trojans will be apt to think 

Soup meagre's been your meat and drink ; 
You ſee with many a bitter rap 

I've made at laſt a handſome gap, 

But I ſhall never gain the top, 

Unleſs you help to ſhove me up ; 
Therefore let's join our jowls together, 
And pelt 'em ſpite of wind and weather, 
The Lycians heard this ſpeech, and ſlap 
They ran like ſmoke to reach the gap; 
The Greeks ſtood ſtifly, and as ſoon 

As they came up they knock'd 'em down ; 
Nor did the Lycians, tho? ſo ſtout, 

Force in, or yet be quite kept out. 

Thus have I ſeen within a college 

Two learned owls of little knowledge 
Diſpute for hours, and when they'd done 
Leave off as wiſe as they begun ; 

Nor would they in the annual round 
Obtain or loſe one inch of ground; 

For you'll obſerve a learned tup, 

Tho' wrong, will never give it up. 

Juſt ſuch a ſtubborn bout this was 

To gain or leſe the duſty paſs. 

Many bold Trojans' ribbs were ſmack'd, 
And many a Grecian's noddle crack'd ; 


Whilſt many a noſe ran down with blood, 
And ſoak'd theſe duſty walls of mud, 
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| Under the Privy-Garden wall 


Two cuphoard doors compoſe a ſtall, 

Here you may ſee old Moggy Briggs 

With caution weigh her rotten figs ; 

No caſt o' th? ſcale ſhe gives the boys, 

But (:!!; er ware on equal poiſe: 
Thus neither Greece nor Troy prevails, 
But ſtand like Moggy's ruſty ſcales, 

Till bully Hector thund'ring came, 

And threw his weight upon the beam; 
Mad ias a bull he ſcales the walls, 

And for his truſty Trojans calls ; 

Come here and bring each man a link, 
Their boats we'll either burn or ſink. 

His voice once heard theſe Trojan fighters 
Bring out their linkboys and lamplighters, 
Not one of all the ragged pack, 

But lugg'd a ladder on his back, 

Which they againſt the hedgeſtakes prop, 
And in a moment reach the top. 

Strait on the walls the Greeks to fright, 8 


Appear'd to their aſtoniſh'd ſight 

A fearful and amazing light. 

Their ſmall remains of courage ſinks 

To ſee ſuch ſhoals of lamps and links. 
Then Hector ſnatch'd up ſuch a ſtone 


As Brandy Nanny ſtands upon 
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In Paul's church-yard ; it weigh'd I gueſs 
Bout half a ton, or more or leſs ; 
Ten porters ſtrong as can be found 
Would hardly lift it from the ground, 
(In theſe our days of floth and eaſe 
When porters work juſt as they pleaſc) ; 
Yet this as cafily he flung 
As I could do a dry'd neat's tongue ; 
But Jove himſelf, you'll underſtand, 
Lent him a ſort of helping hand, 
And in theſe days great ſove could do 
As much as Popiſh ſaints can now. 
Thus arm'd he ran tattack the gates, 
Tho' rivetted with iron plates; 
The beams were four old barber's polls, 
And the croſs-bars ſi]k-mercer's rolls 
The plank was of the very beſt, 
Purloin'd from many a lemon cheſt, 
Drove thick with heads and points of nails, 
Such as you ſee in country jails, 
Where nails are driven all about | 
To hinder thieves, from ſtealing out; 
Theſe gates, though ſtronger gates could not 
At ſuch a time of need be got, 
Were quite unable to reſiſt 
This weighty ſtone and mutton fiſt. 
With wond'rous force he drove it through 


The plank, and broke the bars in two; 
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In twenty thouſand ſplinters ſhatter'd 
The poles, and lemon cheſts lay ſcattered. 
But what completed all the jumble, 

One gate from off the hinge did tumble, 
Then Hector roar'd, Have at your pates, 
And darted headlong through the gates: 
In either hand he ſhook a ſtick, 

And look'd as if he'd eat 'em quick; 
For ſtrength of fiſts and breadth of back, 
He beat the Giantkiller Jack; 

And moving with reſiſtleſs force, 

Seemd an o'ermatch for man and horſe. 
The T rojans with a diſmal yell, 

Follow their thundring chief pell mei, 
Whilſt the poor Grecians all let fly, 

And ran to wipe their breeches dry. 


The end of- the Second Volume, 
» \ \ 


